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CHAPTER   XXL 


A    MIRACULOUS    ESCAPE. 

"  Nothing  is  so  secret  but  time  and  truth  will 
reveal  it." 

It  was  on  a  grey  autumnal  afternoon  that  I 
was  returning  with  the  head  keeper  from  a 
hard  day's  shooting  on  the  distant  estates  of 
Mr  Townsend,  when  I  encountered  Nora  in 
one  of  the  lanes  that  divide  the  plantation, 
about  a  mile  from  the  Castle,  where  she  was 
busily  engaged  gathering  some  wild  ferns  that 
abound    in    the    neighbourhood.      The    meet- 
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ing  was  evidently  a  great  surprise  to  her,  for 
I  saw  the  roseate  hue  suddenly  suffuse  her 
cheeks  as  she  looked  at  me  w^ith  some  embar- 
rassment, saying, — 

"  What !  Major  Grey  ;  I  thought  you  were 
shooting  on  the  moorlands  with  my  father  ;  I 
am  so  glad  to  have  met  you." 

"It  is  very  kind  of  you  to  say  so,  Mrs 
Snowdon ;  our  meeting  is  an  unexpected  pleas- 
ure to  me.  I  am  delighted  to  have  an  oppor- 
tunity of  carrying  your  fern  basket,  and,  if 
you  will  allow  me,  assist  in  the  interesting 
work  in  which  you  are  engaged." 

"  Thanks,  very  much ;  it  is  getting  a  little 
late,  though,  and  the  grass  is  damp.  Are  you 
fond  of  ferns  ?  " 

"  Very,  but  I  understand  little  about  the 
various  specimens,  such  as  I  observe  in  your 
portfolio.  You  are  an  adept,  I  see,  at  the 
scientific  part  of  the  business,  which  makes  it 
doubly  interesting." 
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"  I  like  the  work,"  replied  Nora. 

"  I  am  quite  sure  you  love  everything  that 
is  beautiful  in  nature.  Do  let  me  take  out 
that  root  for  you  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Thanks — it  is  a  tough  one." 

''  We  have  not  had  the  j)leasure  of  a  tete-a- 
tete  since  our  meeting  in  the  oak  room.  I 
am  greatly  afraid  that  I  distressed  you." 

"The  anticipation  of  what  I  knew  was  be- 
fore me,  appeared  far  more  distressing  ;  added 
to  which,  I  was  not  well,"  replied  Nora,  look- 
ing into  her  fern  basket,  and  playing  with 
some  leaves  in  a  preoccupied  way. 

''  Now  that  the  ice  is  broken,  you  feel 
happier,   do  you  not  ? "  I  asked. 

A  weary  sigh  was  the  only  reply. 

"  I  know  I  left  you  in  great  sadness,"  I 
continued ;  "  but  there  is  a  tide,  my  dear 
young  friend,  in  most  of  our  lives,  that  rises 
around  us,  apparently  chilling  and  damping 
our  prospects,  but  as  it  recedes,  it  leaves  be- 
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hind  the  sure  and  certain  traces  of  the  ebb  and 
flow,  whicli  not  unfrequently  prove  valuable 
and  reliable  landmarks  for  future  guidance." 

"Alas  !  "  murmured  Noi'a,  "  the  tide  of  my 
happiness  ran  too  swiftly,  and  the  troubled 
waters  have  cruelly  encompassed  me." 

"  Nay,  you  only  view  the  gloomy  side  of 
the  picture ;  some  of  those  dark  shadows  are 
lit  up  by  many  beautiful  rays  of  sunshine, 
bursting  forth  here  and  there  sweet  harbin- 
gers of  peace.  I  fervently  hope  that  many, 
many  joyous  years  are  in  store  for  you." 

Nora  quickened  her  step.  I  saw  the  crim- 
son mount  to  her  dimpled  cheeks.  The  pale 
sickle-shaped  moon  was  just  visible  in  the 
firmament.  The  autumn  leaves  were  falling, 
and  murmuring  with  the  gentle  breeze ;  all 
else,  save  the  babbling  water  in  the  brook, 
coursing  its  way  through  the  glen,  seemed 
calm  and  peaceful. 

"  I  am  afraid,  Mrs  Snowdon,  that  a  letter  I 
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xeceivecl  this  morning  will  compel  me  unex- 
pectedly to  bring  to  a  close,  earlier  than  I 
anticipated,  a  visit  which  has  been  the  most 
pleasurable  I  ever  remember  to  have  experi- 
enced."- 

Nora  stopped  short.  She  was  about  to 
utter  an  exclamation,  but  suddenly  arresting 
the  intention,  said,  with  tremulous  accents, — 

"  My  father  will  be  sorry  to  part  with  you  ; 
he  has  been  in  better  spirits  since  you  have 
been  amongst  us  than  I  have  known  him  for 
some  time  past." 

"  Really  !  If  my  presence  here  has  in  the 
faintest  degree  contributed  towards  enliven- 
ing your  circle,  the  pleasure  to  me  is  all  the 
o^reater." 

"  But  must  you  go  so  soon  ? "  asked  Nora 
timidly,  and  she  looked  into  her  fern  basket. 

"  Circumstances  over  which  I  have  no  control 
necessitate  my  presence  at  the  Woodlands." 

Nora  fixed  her  large  eyes  upon  me.      Our 
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eyes,  as  it  were,  met.  There  was  a  long 
pause — a  little  confusion.  The  brook  still 
sang  its  song — all  seemed  a  calm  and  tran- 
quillising  scene.  Intuitively  I  felt  that  our 
heroine  was  wondering  what  "  circumstances 
over  which  I  had  no  control"  compelled  me 
to  hasten  my  departure  so  abruptly. 

''  I  am  all  the  more  sorry  that  you  are 
going  to  leave  us.  Major  Grey,  because,  on 
Thursday  next,  there  will  be  an  addition  to 
our  circle,  in  the  presence  of  a  lady  so  well 
known  to  you,  and  so  highly  esteemed  by  us." 

(''Good  heavens!"  I  soliloquised,  "Miss 
Templar,  for  a  hundred.") 

"  And  Constance,"  continued  Nora,  "  will 
be  disappointed  if  she  find  that  you  have  left." 

"  Mrs  Townsend  intimated  to  me  yesterday 
that  my  dear  young  friend  "  (I  laid  the  stress 
very  considerably  on  the  word  friend),  ''Miss 
Templar,  was  coming  to  the  Castle  ;  and  if  the 
mail-bag  to-morrow  morning  contain  a  request 
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for  my  immediate  return,  I  shall  all  the  more 
regret  being  deprived  of  the  infinite  pleasure 
I  should  have  felt  in  again  cordially  shaking 
the  hand  of  the  graceful  and  accomplished 
*  Eed  Cross '  nurse,  to  whom  I  am  much  in- 
debted for  immense  sacrifices  made  by  her  on 
my  behalf  in  the  Crimea." 

"  I  can  answer  for  it,  that  there  is  no  one 
to  be  found  more  capable  of  appreciating  those 
sacrifices — no  one  more  ready  to  acknowledge 
and  repay  them,  than  my  lamented  Percy's 
firm  friend,"  said  Nora  significantly,  at  the 
same  time  climbing  a  bank,  with  her  alpine 
stick,  to  gather  a  rare  fern  that  invitingly 
peeped  out  from  some  rockwork. 

I  thought  the  word  "repay"  rather  stuck 
in  our  heroine's  throat. 

"Alas!  Mrs  Snowdon,"  I  ventured,  "I 
shall  never  be  able  to  repay  Miss  Tem- 
plar." 

"  Constance  will  be  the  best  judge  of  that. 
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Kindly  hook  this  fern  for  me — thanks.  Any- 
how," went  on  Nora,  "  you  will,  I  am  sure, 
strain  a  point,  if  it  be  within  your  power,  and 
stay  a  week  or  two  longer,  if  only  to  add 
to  the  pleasure  of  our  new  guest,  but  very 
old  acquaintance." 

"If  in  extending  my  visit,  Mrs  Snowdon, 
and"  (byw\ay  of  parenthesis)  "thereby  tres- 
passing on  your  unbounded  hospitality,  I  can 
in  any  degree  add  to  the  pleasure  of  my 
good  host,  his  consort,  and  their  daughters, 
the  joy  will  be  mine." 

"  In  which  I  am  quite  sure  we  shall  all 
share,  Major  Grey,  and  our  esteemed  friend, 
Constance  Templar,  included." 

"  My  only  anxiety  for  immediately  return- 
ing (ai]d  a  very  grave  one  it  is),  is  the 
outcome  of  a  letter  from  my  father,  in  which 
he  referred  with  dismal  forebodings  to  my 
mother's  health." 

"  I  hope  nothing  serious,  Major  Grey.     But 
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why  did  you  not  speak  of  her  before  ?  Pray 
let  me  withdraw  all  I  have  said.  Hasten 
to  her  side.  I  had  not  the  remotest  idea 
of  her  illness.  Ah,  me  !"  went  on  Nora,  "I 
have  no  mother.  I  have  never  experienced 
such  fostering  care,  the  maternal  love,  the 
unspeakable  devotion  that  only  a  fond 
mother  can  accord  ;  but  I  have  one  consola- 
tion, I  can  feed  on  her  good  works.  Her 
pious  memory  is  recorded  by  others  in  many 
directions,  and  I  can  take  her  exemplary 
character  as  my  guiding  star." 

"  May  that  lustrous  star  ever  shine  brightly 
over  you,"  I  responded. 

"  But  we  are  digressing,"  replied  Nora, 
with  much  vivacity.  "  You  will  leave  us 
this  night,  won't  you?  Delays  are  danger- 
ous. Let  us  hasten  with  all  speed  to  the 
Castle,  and  my  father  will  order  the  horses 
to  be  put  to,  and  you  can  catch  the  night 
mail.       God   grant   that  you    will  find   your 
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mother  better,  and  that  your  worst  fears  have 
no  foundation  ;  then  you  can  at  once  ret — •" 

A  long  pause, — and  Nora  in  an  abstracted 
manner  twisted  a  fern  into  an  inconceivable 
shape. 

At  this  juncture  I  felt  a  bead-drop  course 
from  my  temple,  as  I  broke  the  provoking 
silence,  and  ventured, — 

''  Eeturn  again  to  this  enchanting  spot^ 
were  you  going  to  say  % " 

"  Ye — ye — yes,"  responded  Nora  ;  "  my 
father  will  be  so  rejoiced  to  have  you  again 
with  him." 

*'  And  you,  Mrs  Snowdon  ?  "  in  a  pleading 
undertone. 

"  My  late  beloved  husband's  best  and 
dearest  friend  will  be  always  welcomed  by 
my  father  at  Carthewin  Castle,"  replied 
Nora,  avoiding  the  leading  question. 

"  And  may  I  take  it  for  granted  that  my 
future    visits   to    your    happy    home    will   be 
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productive    of    the   smallest    pleasure   to    Mr 
Townsend  and  his  daughters  ? " 
I  laid  the  stress  on  dauMrters. 

o 

Nora  looked  for  a  moment  a  little  embar- 
rassed by  the  question,  though  there  was 
nothing  in  it ;  but  later  on  in  life  I  had 
reason  to  know  that  the  tone  in  which  those 
words  w^ere  spoken  was  very  suggestive. 

"  I  am  not  quite  sure,  Major  Grey,"  said 
Nora,  with  a  sweet  smile,  that  it  is  not 
(in  practice)  a  most  dangerous  rule  to  take 
anything  in  this  life  for  granted ;  though  you 
may  be  assured,  in  your  case,  that  every 
inmate  of  my  father's  house  wdll  hail  with 
unmixed  pleasure  the  advent  of  your  next 
coming." 

"  You  credit  me,  Mrs  Snowdon,  with  far 
more  than  I  deserve  :  though  my  desire  is 
equal  to  all  you  accord  ;  in  other  w^ords,  the 
pleasure  to  me  will  ever  be  great,  to  feel  the 
w^arm  friendship  of  a  lady  whose  associations 
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have  been   so  intimately  bound  up  with  my 
late  highly- valued  friend  Percy." 

**And,"  responded  Nora,  with  much  em- 
pressement,  "  in  like  manner,  I  shall  always 
value  your  friendship,  Major  Grey,  as  it  was 
bequeathed  to  me  in  this  letter  "  (which  she  re- 
moved from  her  bosom)  '^  by  my  beloved  hero." 

I  bowed  low,  and  lifting  my  hat,  said, — 

"  May  God  grant  me  strength  and  oppor- 
tunity to  render  a  faithful  account  of  the 
legacy  that  was  left  you  by  one  of  the  bravest 
fellows  that  ever  drew  the  breath  of  life." 

*'  '  Firm  as  a  Eock,'  "  responded  Nora. 

"  Yes,  '  Firm  as  a  Rock  ! '  "  I  repeated. 

''  A  brother  I  know  you  will  be  to  me,  and 
a  wise  counsellor  should  I  ever  need  one." 

"  I  trust,  Mrs  Snowdon,  that  the  day  is  far 
distant  when  you  will  need  counsel,  and  that 
your  estimable  and  talented  father  may  be 
long  spared  to  guide  and  direct  your  future 
career." 
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"  Your  words  give  consolation,  Major  Grey, 
and  they  are  a  healing  balm  to  a  troubled 
heart." 

''  But  a  regenerate  one,  Mrs  Snowdon." 

"  May  God  vouchsafe  such  unto  me.  But, 
apropos  of  my  father,  I  trust  your  good  wishes 
may  be  realised,  for  he  is  a  solid  rock  whereon 
I  can  lean ;  but,  alas  !  when  the  tide  of  time, 
which  ceases  not  a  moment  in  its  onward 
course,  flows  over  his  hoary  locks,  and  he 
passes,  in  common  with  all  mankind,  from  our 
midst,  I  may  need  a  brother,  a  counsellor,  a 
friend,  such  an  one  whose  credentials  I  hold 
within  the  seal  of  this  letter." 

"  I  am  proud,  Mrs  Snowdon,  of  the  honour 
and  privilege  you  have  accorded  me.  I  take 
unto  myself  the  new  relationship  with  all  the 
fervour  of  a  good  and  dutiful  brother.  From 
henceforth  you  are  my  sister.  I  will  be  unto 
you  as  I  was  to  poor  Percy,  a  firm  friend. 
This  is  a  joyous  day  to  me.     I  have  lost  a 
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companion,  the  dearest  I  ever  had,  and  I  have 
found  in  you  the  mirror  of  that  glorious  fellow  ! 
You — yes,   the    ideal  friend   I    have    so   long 
wished  to  meet  face  to  face,  whose  image  I 
have  treasured  up  next  my  heart.     Yes,  Mrs 
Snowdon,  there  it  is,  in  this  circle  of  gold.     It 
is  needless  for  me  again  to  refer  to  the  painful 
yet    sweet,   sad    scene   enacted   on    the    ever- 
memorable  day   of  your  husband's  death, 
have    previously   related    the    whole    circum- 
stance  in   detail ;    but    I    feel   that,   like   the 
Bible  and  book-marker,  I  hold  this  treasured 
likeness   only  upon  trust.     Your  brave  hero, 
in  his  last  moments,  threw  this  ribbon  round 
my  neck,  with  the   words,   '  If  ever,  in  you 
travels,  you  come  face  to  face  with  the  original,' 
— you  know  the  rest.     I  feel  that   I  have   a 
most  delicate  duty  to  perform.    Though  in  part- 
ing with  this  '  Shadow  in  the  Gold '  I  separate 
myself  from  an  old  and  much-loved  little  com- 
panion, yet  I  must  place  it,  if  you  will  permit 
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me  to  do  so,  where  it  should  repose, — around 
your  own  neck." 

Nora  held  down  her  head.  I  saw  the  burn- 
ing tears  course  her  pallid  cheek  ;  and  then 
she  looked  up  to  my  face,  with  her  soul  shin- 
ing through  her  expressive  eyes,  and  said, — 

"  Oh  !  help  me  out  of  the  difficulty.  Major 
Grey.     If — if — if — no,  I  cannot  express — " 

"  I  anticipate  your  thoughts,  Mrs  Snowdon. 
Not  for  the  universe  ;  no,  no.  Some  day — 
yes,  some  day,  if  ever  I  should  be  so  fortun- 
ate as  to  earn  your  esteem,  I  may  earn  with 
it  that  circle  of  gold  and  its  contents. 

'Tis  as  you  are,  though  very  small, 
Much  like  your  shadow  on  the  wall." 

"  Major  Grey,  I  must  hasten  to  return 
home." 

I  took  her  little  cold  hand  in  mine,  and 
pressed  it  to  my  lips,  sealing,  as  it  were,  the 
bond  of  friendship,  and  had  scarcely  realised 
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the  warmth  of  its  gentle  pressure,  when,  im- 
mediately in  front  of  me,  not  forty  yards 
distant,  on  the  spur  of  the  hill,  there  was  a 
sudden  flash — a  w^hizz — and  a  bullet  crashed 
through  my  bowler  hat ! 

"  Oh,  merciful  Providence  !  "  exclaimed 
Nora.  "  Merciful  Providence  !  Tell  me, 
Major,  are  you  hurt  ?  Oh  I  what  has  hap- 
pened,— where — where  on  earth  did  it  come 
from  ?  " 

Kecovering  from  the  shock,  I  said, — 

"  Calm  yourself,  Mrs  Snowdon ;  be  not  the 
least  alarmed ;  it  seems  that  my  head  is 
proof  against  a  coward's  bullet, — the  would- 
be  assassin  may  have  to  swallow  that  ounce 
of  lead  before  I  have  done  with  him." 

*'  Dear  Major  Grey,  tell  me — tell  me,  are 
you  struck  ?  "  and  Nora  ran  her  hand  over  my 
head,  to  assure  herself  that  I  was  not  hit. 

I  felt  at  the  moment  it  was  w^orth  stand- 
ing   target,    if    only   to    have    brought    out 


A  Miraculous  Escape.  1 7 

those  terms  of  endearment  which  echoed  ao-ain 
and  again  from  the  lips  of  the  poor  frightened 
girl. 

"Be  assured,"  I  replied,  ''not  a  hair  of 
my  head  is  singed.  I  am  used  to  these  leaden 
messengers,  but  not  from  the  hand  of  an 
assassin :  they  tell  strange  and  ugly  tales. 
However,  as  I  must  now  hold  myself  per- 
sonally responsible  for  your  safety,  the  sooner 
I  place  you  in  a  cooler  atmosphere  than  this, 
the  better." 

"  Oh,  do  let  us  fly  ! "  continued  the  terrified 
girl.  "  My  beloved  father,  what  will  he  say 
to  this  diabolical  affair  %  " 

"I  am  not  accustomed  to  run  away  from 
bullets,  Mrs  Snowdon,  and,  with  your  per- 
mission, we  will  walk  leisurely  to  the  Castle. 
You  will  pardon  me  if  I  intimate  to  you  the 
prudence  of  keeping  this  matter,  for  a  short 
period,  a  secret ;  as  proclaiming  it  on  the 
'  house-tops  '  may  have  the  effect  of  prevent- 
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ing  my  running  to  earth  the  would-be  assassin." 

*'  But  my  father  !  surely  I — " 

''  Obligingly  fall  in  with  my  views  ;  they  are 
sound,  and  I  hope  ere  long  to  hunt  the  per- 
petrator of  this  attempted  assassination  from 
his  den.     Not  one  word,  please,  to  a  souL" 

Nora  and  I  wended  our  way  to  Carthewin 
Castle  in  deep  and  anxious  thought.  There  was 
evidently  a  disinclination  on  her  part  to  hold 
further  conversation  ;  in  fact,  our  heroine  was 
greatly  terrified,  and  scarcely  knew  what  she 
was  saying  or  doing  ;  nothing  would  induce 
her  to  allow^  me  to  return  for  her  fern  portfolio 
and  basket,  both  of  which  she  left  on  the  green 
bank.  In  the  low^er  plantation  we  met  one  of 
the  keepers,  who  inquired  if  we  heard  a  gun 
fire,  as  he  had  reason  to  believe  there  were 
some  poachers  knocking  about.  We  could 
give  him  no  correct  information  as  to  who 
fired. 

Having  seen  our  heroine  safely  home,  I  im- 
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mediately  went  to  my  dressing-room,  and  rang 
the  bell  for  my  valet,  Curtis. 

"  Come  in.  Curtis,  I  leave  to-niglit  for 
the  "Woodlands,  pack  my  portmanteau  after 
dinner." 

''  Sure  then,  Major,  I  hope  not  nothink  has 
happened,"  eyeing  me  closely. 

"  Why  do  you  ask  ?  " 

*'  Faith,  only  because  ye  are  leaving  in 
such  a  hurry ;  and  ye  are  whiter  by  many 
shades  than  when  I  laced  up  yer  shooting 
boots  after  breakfast." 

"  My  mother  is  ill,  Curtis,  and  I  must  re- 
turn to-night." 

''  I  am  very  sorry  indeed  to  hear  it,  master ; 
but  sure,  then,  didn't  ye  know  that  this  morn- 
ing ?     But  maybe  ye  have  had  a  telegram  ?  " 

''  Yes,  Curtis,  I  had  a  telegram  sent  me  an 
hour  since,  which,  by-the-bye,  I  should  like 
you  to  read  ;  you  will  find  it  in  my  bowler  hat, 
on  the  top  of  the  wardrobe  in  the  next  room." 
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''  The  devil ! "  said  Curtis,  very  sotto  voce.. 
"■  What  a  funny  place  to  chuck  his  bowler  !  " 

A  pause,  during  which  I  whistled  a  tune. 

*'  Can't  ye  find  it,  Curtis  ?  " 

''  Faith,  master,  jist  what's  left  of  it,  and 
not  no  more  ;  but  not  no  telegram,"  replied 
my  servant,  re-appearing  with  the  hat  in  one 
hand,  and  vigorously  scratching  his  head  with 
the  other. 

"  I  have  had  a  new  ventilator  put  in,  Curtis^ 
the  very  new^est  thing  out  !  " 

"  Sure,  then,  I  hope  ye  haven't  had  daylight 
let  into  yer  head,  as  well  as  air  into  yer  hat  ? " 
said  Curtis,  with  great  amazement,  and  turning 
very  pale. 

"  No,  my  good  man,  my  brains,  or  what  is 
left  of  them,  have  escaped  the  light  of  day  ; 
and  my  object  in  communicating  to  you  the 
events  of  the  last  hour,  is  to  give  you  an 
opportunity  of  throwing  some  liglit  on  the 
matter.     If   you  succeed    to    my  satisfaction, 
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through  your  ov7ii  perseverance,  unaided  by 
others,  one  hundred  sovereigns,  as  my  reward, 
will  be  invested  for  your  wife  Biddy  and 
children." 

"  Blood  and  hounds  !  "  exclaimed  Curtis,  "  if 
there  has  been  foul  play  at  work,  sure,  then 
your  gold  wouldn't  tem|)t  me.  It  isn't  worth 
sixpence  a  peck  to  me,  for  Mike  Curtis 
wouldn't  touch  a  sous  of  it — faith,  not  I, 
Blood  money,  indeed !  and  my  own  dear 
master,  too!    Not  likely!" 

Having  requested  my  servant  to  close  the 
door,  I  minutely  and  in  strict  confidence  com- 
municated what  had  happened,  explaining 
some  of  the  surrounding  circumstances,  know- 
ing well,  from  long  experience,  that  Curtis  was 
the  keenest  and  'cutest  detective  out  of  Lon- 
don— in  fact,  a  host  in  himself ;  and  that  no 
stone  would  be  left  unturned  by  him  in  ferret- 
ins;  out  the  miscreant,  and  unravellinoj  this 
painful  and  mysterious  business. 
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."  Sure,  then,  ye  are  going  back  to  the  home 
of  yer  father  to-night,  Major  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Curtis,  this  very  night." 

"  Faith  !  'tis  a  wonder  that  the  little  tele- 
gram in  yer  hat  didn't  send  ye  there  a  few  hours 
earlier  than  ye  expected,  and  Mike  Curtis,  my 
Biddy,  and  our  ragged  rascals  be  after  keeping 
•  wake  '  over  yer  precious  body.  Better  have 
been  left,  both  of  us,  on  the  slopes  of  the 
Crimea  ; — in  good  company,  then,  anyhow." 

"  I  go  to-night  by  the  mail,  Curtis,  and 
shall  leave  you  to  work  this  matter  out  accord- 
ing to  your  own  fashion  :  be  cautious  how  you 
proceed." 

"  Anyhow,  ye  may  leave  it.  Major,  in  abler 
hands,  but,  I  will  swear  in  more  honest  hands 
ye  cannot.  Faith  !  if  ye  don't  know  that  ye 
have  a  true  servant,  T,  at  least,  know  tliat  I 
have  a  good  master.  I  am  heartily  glad  that 
yer  honour  is  going  away  to-night ;  I  shall 
then  have  the  field  to  myself.     But  maybe, 
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Major — excuse  my  being  so  bold — but  perhaps 
ye  wouldn't  mind  just  answering  me  one  very 
small  question  ;  it  will  give  me  a  taste  for  the 
work  before  me,  put  the  flavour  in  my  mouth, 
and  make  the  scent  all  the  stronger." 

"  Certainly,  Curtis,  anything.     What  is  it  ? '"' 

"  Sure,  then,  was  there  a  wee  bit  of  pelite 
love-making^  in  the  transaction  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  can't  say  there  was  not,  Curtis  ; 
but  only  just  as  much  as  one  might  experience 
in  bidding  farew^ell  to  a  dear  sister." 

"  Oh  !  is  that  it,  yer  honour.  Sure,  then, 
I  saw  your  gardener  at  the  Woodlands  very 
nearly  knock  off  the  head  of  the  page-boy,  for 
just  tasting  some  white  sweet  water  grapes 
that  he  didn't  ought  to  ;  and  maybe,  master — 
sure,  then,  I  hope  no  offence — ye  were  just 
helping  yerself  to  a  little  forbidden  fruit  that 
ye  found  in  the  garden  of  Eden,  and  thought 
so  enticing,  and  some  dare-devil  fellow^  thought 
he  w^ould  like  to  knock  your  head  off." 
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"  A  miss,  they  say,  Curtis,  is  as  good  as  a 
mile/'  I  replied,  heartily  laughing  at  the  comic 
fellow  ;  "  but  the  long  and  the  short  of  the 
matter  is,  I — " 

"Faith  !  master,  not  one  word  more,  please, 
leave  it  all  to  me.  I  have  thrown  up  the 
little  straw^,  and  I  know  now  which  way  the 
wiud  blows  ;  and  if  the  dirty  blackguard  who 
sent  ye  this  very  pelite  telegram  expects  an 
answer,  sure,  then,  Mike  Curtis  is  just  the 
sort  of  man  to  reply  to  it,  the  dirty  black- 
guard !  sure,  then,  I  will,  and  no  blarney." 

"  Good !  Curtis,"  I  responded,  patting  him 
on  the  back.  "  I  hope  to  be  on  the  ground 
again  in  the  course  of  a  week  or  two.  I  have 
arranged  with  Mr  Townsend  that  you  are  to 
remain  at  the  Castle  during  my  absence.  Mind 
and  make  yourself  useful  in  the  covers,  and 
mind,  Curtis,  '  mum '  is  the  word  from  sun- 
rise to  sundown  ;  and  be  watchful  over  your 
actions  in  the  servants'  hall.    Now  you  can  go." 


A  Miraczdous  Escape.  25 

My  servant  saluted  me,  aud  turned  on  his  heel, 
humming, — 

"  Mum  is  the  word, 
If  I  dou't  catch  the  bird, 
My  name  it  isn't  Mike  Curtis." 

At  ten  o'clock  "Georo;e"  and  "Drao-on"  were 
pawing  the  ground,  fresh  as  paint,  at  the  main 
entrance  of  Carthewin  Castle.  As  I  stepped 
up  to  the  box-seat  and  gathered  the  reins  in 
my  hand,  I  looked  around  on  the  inmates  of 
that  noble  and  hospitable  house,  who  had 
assembled  in  the  hall  to  bid  me  a  temporary 
farewell.  But  one  sweet  face  was  missing. 
She — the  ideal  soul  of  souls — was  not  there. 

I  felt  somehow  (I  cannot  for  the  life  of 
me  say  why)  that  there  was  more  than  one 
person  in  that  group  who  gloated  over  the 
fact — perhaps  I  was  mistaken. 

One  shrill,  sweet  voice  called  out,  in  plead- 
ing tones,  but  jocosely, — 

"  I  vote  you  take  me  with  you.  Major  Grey." 
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I  tore  out  a  flower  that  was  in  my  button- 
hole, and  handed  it  to  dear  little  Gertrude, 
one  of  the  best  and  liveliest  of  girls,  then 
lifted  my  hat,  and  with  a  gentle  and  graceful 
sw^eep  of  the  thong  of  my  whip,  passed  it 
over  the  loins  of  the  thoroughbreds;  the 
horses  sprang  into  their  collars,  and  this 
deponent  was  rattling  away  to  the  "  tune  "  of 
ten  miles  an  hour.  It  was  a  lovely  moonlight 
night,  and  as  I  drove  through  the  castle  yard, 
over  the  drawbridge,  and  out  by  the  lower 
road  that  commands  a  sight  of  the  east  ter- 
race, I  anxiously  cast  a  glance  at  an  open 
casement,  w^here  I  had  often  seen  a  pretty 
little  head  resting  on  the  whitest  of  hands. 
There  was  the  form,  as  usual,  and  a  handker- 
chief fluttered  in  the  breeze. 

What  a  relief  to  my  mind  !  What  joy,  in 
one  bound,  leaped  to  my  heart,  as  the  snow- 
like flag  gently  waved  in  the  distance  before  my 
eyes,  but,  in  another  moment,  was  lost  to  view. 


CHAPTER    XXII. 


BESPECTFULLY  DECLINED,  WITH   THANKS. 

"Nothing  is  more  easy  than  to  deceive  one's-self, 
As  our  affections  are  subtle  persuaders." 

Demosthenes. 

When  Nora  returned  to  the  Castle,  she 
went  straight  to  her  boudoir,  and  throwing 
herself  on  her  knees,  thanked  the  Giver  of  all 
good  gifts  for  His  merciful  protection  to 
herself  and  Major  Grey.  She  felt  that  an 
Almighty  hand  had  turned  aside  the  intended 
instrument  of  death,  and  averted  in  its  swift 
flight  what  would  otherwise  have  proved  one 
of  the  most  atrocious  deeds  ever  committed 
in  the  county.  Her  well-trained  mind  made 
her  keenly  sensitive  to  the  fact  that  it   was 
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not  chance  that  diverted  the  course  of  that 
bullet,  and  thus  saved  her  father's  guest  from 
certain  death,  but  an  escape  nothing  short  of 
a  miracle  ;  and  she  poured  forth  her  soul  in 
thanksgiving  for  mercies  vouchsafed.  Later 
in  the  evening,  Nora  seated  herself  at  the 
casement  window,  with  tears  coursing  dow^n 
her  jDallid  cheeks,  looked  into  the  starlit  sky, 
and  watched  the  young  pale-faced  moon  as 
she  rose  higher  and  higher  in  the  dusky 
firmament,  contemplated  the  glorious  works 
of  the  Creator,  and  all  His  wise  dispensations. 
She  reviewed,  with  a  mixture  of  pleasure, 
grief,  horror,  and  amazement,  the  stirring- 
events  of  the  past  few  hours.  She  drifted 
mentally  into  unfathomable  depths,  and  soared 
into  stupendous  heights,  until  she  lost  herself 
in  the  vortex  of  dreamland. 

Let  us  pause  for  a  few  moments,  and 
remove  the  veil  from  the  heart,  so  to  speak, 
of  that  sweet,  sad  girl,  and  read  some  of  the 
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thouo'hts  that  were  ao^itatino;  her  restless  mind, 
as  she  reasoned  within  herself,  and  examined 
more  and  more  closely  her  own  words,  actions, 
and  anticipations,  deliberating  with  great 
minuteness  and  earnestness  on  the  cause  and 
effect  of  her  present  position  in  connection 
with  Major  Grey. 

"  Alas  !  "  she  soliloquised,  "  I  fear  that  I  have 
an  unregen crate  heart,  else  my  cup  of  sorrow 
would  not  be  so  full.  But  the  Psalmist  tells 
us  that  *  A  man's  life  is  but  labour  and  sor- 
row ; '  mine,  it  seems,  has  been  full  of  perplex- 
ities, the  antidote  for  which  I  have  yet  to 
find ;  but  I  know  too  well  it  is  not  to  be 
found  in  the  deceptive  mine  of  wealth,  or  in 
the  gay,  frivolous,  giddy  whirlpool  of  society, 
and  ail  its  blandishments :  neither  longing 
after  unreasonable  and  unseasonable  blessings, 
nor  eagerly  anticipating  wants  which  I  am  not 
entitled  to.  No,  nothing  of  the  sort.  I  feel 
assured  that  all  these  resources  are  but  facial ; — 
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vain  delusions,  allurements  to  decoy  the  weak, 
and  only  tend  to  leave  one  stranded  on  a 
desolate  shore.  This  being  so,  God  give  rae 
strength  of  mind,  and  sight,  to  look  into  other 
channels,  to  *  fresher  fields  and  pastures  new,' 
where  I  can  gather  the  healing  balm  for  a 
troubled  mind  of  human  perplexities,  and  feel 
permanently  refreshed.  But  I  have  it  here, 
written  in  precious  gold,  and  the  last  breath 
of  my  dying  husband  on  the  page,  breathing, 
as  it  were,  to  me  the  holy  and  comforting 
words,  '  Ho,  every  one  that  thirsteth,  come  ye 
to  the  waters.'  When  I  think  of  poor  Percy's 
final  injunction,  '  Tell  her,  tell  her,  "  Firm  as  a 
Rock,'"  I  am  bewildered  as  to  its  actual  mean- 
ing. Yes,  I  worked  those  letters  on  this  per- 
forated card,  and  placed  them  in  this  Bible, 
and  back  it  has  come  to  me  moistened  with 
the  tears  of  my  beloved  hero.  Noble  Percy  ! 
he  carried  those  words  to  the  threshold  of  his 
lonof  home,  and  ere  he  soared  into  the  unseen 
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world,  he  sent  them  back  to  me  with  his  last 
breath — yes,  that  motto — ratified,  so  far  as  he, 
poor  dear,  was  concerned,  fulfilled  to  its  fullest 
€xtent,  and  wafted  to  me  with  the  fond  and 
anxious  hope  that  I  should  remain  for  ever 
'  Firm  as  a  Kock.' 

"  Yes,  '  Firm  as  a  Eock  ! '  Ah  me  I  " 
went  on  our  heroine,  still  communing  within 
herself,  "  this  has  indeed  been  a  red-letter 
day  in  my  history.  To  think  that  Major 
Grey  should  have  met  me  by  accident, — that 
our  conversation  should  have  again  drifted 
into  sad  and  painful  reminiscences, — that  he 
should  have  ventured  to  say  what  he  did. 
Those  measured  tones  of  his  voice  ;  those  tear- 
ful eyes,  brave  man  that  I  know  him  to  be, 
yet  kind,  sympathising,  and  gentle  as  a  child, 
all  is  now  mirrored  before  me  like  a  re-born 
dream  of  the  past. 

"  How  apt  we  are,  on  the  first  blush  of  a 
stirrino^  scene,  not  to  be  able   to   realise    its 
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force,  to  judge  the  very  length  and  breadth 
of  its  meaning  to  measure  and  appreciate  its 
utmost  value,  and  to  weigh  word  for  word, 
thought  for  thought,  and  action  for  action 
in  a  just  scale.  But  in  quieter  moments, 
such  as  I  am  now  experiencing,  I  can  look 
back  and  calmly  contemplate  the  past.  I 
call  to  remembrance  Major  Grey's  own  gentle 
w^ords, — '  I  will  be  to  you  a  brother.'  Yes. 
a  brother !  This  ideal  man  !  Happy  the 
woman  having  such  an  one.  Then  agaia 
this  picture  which  he  threw  round  my 
neck,  expecting  me  every  moment  to  give 
it  back  to  him — yes,  the  little  shade  of  this 
poor  insignificant  atom — give  it  back  to  this 
large-hearted,  brave  man  !  my  Percy's  true 
friend  !  Why  should  I  not,  if  it  please  him 
to  wear  it  ?  '  Society  '  may  condemn  me  ; 
the  world  may  whisper ;  nevertheless,  he 
shall  have  it ;  and  on  the  arrival  of  Constance 
Templar,  I.  will  make  her  my  confidante;  I 
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will  explain  the  exceptional  circumstances  of 
the  case,  and  if  it  be  true  that  she  is  his 
fiancee,  how  rejoiced  she  will  be  to  know 
that  I  am  her  lover's  newly-created  sister ; 
and  from  henceforth  I  shall  be  to  her  a 
sister.  Yes,  hers  —  Constance  Templar  — 
the  beautiful,  accomplished,  and  happy  little 
Constance !  Truly,  with  such  a  man,  her 
wedded  life  will  pass  like  the  translucent 
stream  now  running  in  yonder  lake — smoothly, 
sweetly,  and  purely.  She  will  be  the  very 
prototype  of  joy — so  real,  so  perfect !  " 

And  Nora  placed  her  haud  to  her  head, 
for  it  ached,  and  then  to  her  heart,  for  it 
beat  loudly.  She  started  to  her  feet. 
The  well-known  sound  of  the  high-stepping 
"  George  "  and  "  Dragon  "  fell  upon  her  ear. 
Nearer  and  nearer,  now  under  the  battlements 
of  the  old  castle  ;  a  moment  more,  and  they 
are  in  full  view  of  the  east  terrace.  A 
lily-white  handkerchief,  moistened  with   dia- 
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mond  tears,  fluttered  in  the  breeze,  and  our 
heroine  sank  into  the  chair,  buried  her  face  in 
her  hands  and  murmured,  "  Gone — gone — 
gone  !  without  one  single  word  of  parting." 
And  the  cool  fresh  breath  of  the  autumnal  air 
came  floating  in  at  the  casement  window, 
slightly  impregnated  with  the  odour  of  the 
havannah  that  Major  Grey  was  smoking. 

The  following  day  Nora  was  reading  in 
the  library,  when  Mrs  Townsend  entered, 
and,  if  the  mind  could  be  read  on  the  brow, 
there  was  much  there  suggestive  of  an  ap- 
proaching storm. 

"  Good  morning,  dear,"  said  Nora,  advanc- 
ing and  affectionately  kissing  her  step-mother. 

"  Better  late  than  never,"  replied  Mrs 
Townsend,  with  some  acerbity.  "  Really, 
Nora,  I  do  wish  you  would  conform  to  the 
rules  of  my  house.  We  breakfast  every 
morning  at  nine — by  no  means  an  early  hour 
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— and  the  servants,  as  you  know,  assemble 
for  prayers  at  ten  ;  how  much  better  would 
it  be  for  your  health,  nay,  your  manners,  and 
your  sense  of  what  is  right  and  wrong,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  force  of  example,  if  you  joined 
us  at  the  regulated  hour,  instead  of  'mop- 
ing' upstairs,  and  your  maid  dangling  after 
you  with  sometimes  three  meals  out  of  four. 
Putting  me  entirely  out  of  the  question,  it 
is  but  a  poor  compliment  to  your  father." 

Not  until  Mrs  Townsend  referred  to  her 
father,  was  Nora  visibly  affected  by  the  strain 
of  her  step-mother's  dialogue ;  then  she 
flamed  crimson,  her  lip  quivered,  and  the 
flash  of  her  large  intelligent  eyes  indicated 
the  tumult  within.  But  Nora,  for  the  mo- 
ment, spoke  not :  she  could  not  trust  herself 
to  do  so  ;  neither  did  she  flounce  about  and 
exhibit  signs  of  temper,  as  one  might  have 
expected  from  a  girl  in  her  position.  Such 
was  her  gentle  nature,  that  it  seemed  never 
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to  occur  to  lier  that  she  was  the  heiress  of 
Carthewin  Castle  and  its  vast  clomaiD,  and 
that  the  lady  addressing  her  was  only  her 
step-mother ;  no,  our  heroine  never  presumed 
on  her  position — wealth  never  entered  her 
head.  She  would  have  sacrificed  the  bulk 
of  her  expectations,  for  a  quiet,  peaceful, 
happy  home.  The  yoke  she  had  to  bear 
(and  a  heavy  yoke  it  was)  was  always  borne 
submissively  and  patiently.  She  had  her 
faults,  like  others,  but  the  sum  total  of  them 
amounted  to  nothing  of  an  alarming  char- 
acter. The  reader  must  long  ere  this  have 
arrived  at  a  fairly  correct  estimate  of  her 
shortcomings,  which,  if  placed  in  the  scale 
and  weighed  with  virtues  that  must,  in 
justice,  be  accorded  her,  the  balance  will 
turn  in  favour  of  the  latter,  and  her  gentle 
and  self-sacrificing  spirit  will  rise  triumph- 
antly over  the  lesser  evils  of  a  disposition 
tried  as  hers  has  been. 
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"  I  am  not  aware,"  said  Nora,  ''  of  having 
given  any  offence  to  my  father  or  yourself 
in  not  putting  in  an  appearance  at  the 
breakfast-table ;  on  the  contrary ;  for,  on 
several  occasions,  I  have  asked  you  both 
to  excuse  me,  and  not  until  this  moment 
was  I  sensible  of  havino;  nei^lected  the  usual 
conventionalities,  which  are  most  certainly 
due  to  your  position  in  our  family.  I  there- 
fore avail  myself  of  your  old  aphorism,  that 
it  is  '  Never  too  late  to  mend,'  and  from 
henceforth  (if  my  health  will  admit  of  it) 
I  will  endeavour  to  conform  to  the  rescula- 
tions  of  your  house." 

"  You  need  not,  my  dear,  lay  so  much 
emphasis  on  '  your  house ; '  recollect,  some 
day  it  will  be  yours,  and  then  you  will 
look  back  with  feelings  akin  to  gratitude 
for  what  may  now  appear  to  you  a  little 
exacting  on  my  part ;  however,  dear,  we  will 
let  the  matter  drop." 
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At  this  juncture  Gertrude  entered  the  lib- 
rarv,  all  smiles,  and  the  c^low  of  health  on  her 
cheeks.  Her  quick  eye  and  sensitive  nature 
took  in,  at  a  glance,  the  fact  that  the  domestic 
atmosphere  had  been  a  little  disturbed. 

"I  do  say,"  said  she,  "  and  I  mean  it, 
and  maintain  it,  that  it  is  positively  ^yo- 
voking,  and  I  will  go  further,  and  submit 
that  it  is  absolutely  shabby,  of  Major  Grey 
to  rush  off  so  suddenly,  particularly  after 
his  promising  to  have  a  gallo]3  with  me  this 
morning  over  to  the  Abbey." 

"Don't  you  know,  Gerty,"  said  Mrs  Towns- 
end,  "that  'Man  proposes,  and  God  disposes '? " 

"  Ah  me  !  Well,  I  am  doomed  to  be  disap- 
pointed ;  but  I  trust,  dear  mater,  when  '  man 
proposes  '  I  shan't  make  a  '  hash  of  it.'  " 

"  Fiddlesticks  !  Hash,  indeed  !  May  be  the 
man  will  have  cause  to  complain,  that  is,  if 
you  don't  mend  your  silly  ways." 

"Now,  dear  mater,   don't  be  cross  because 
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I  didn't  turn  up  at  yesterday's  mothers' 
meeting  ;  you  know  how  I  abhor  making 
those  wretched  '  little  articles  ! '  " 

"  You  should  have  been  there,  Gerty ;  Mr 
Strawworth  looked  in,  and  was  much  disap- 
pointed at  not  seeing  you.  By-the-bye  he 
placed  an  exquisite  bouquet  of  flowers  in  the 
caxriage  for  you  ;  mind  and  thank  him  for 
them  when  you  next  meet." 

Gertrude  pouted  her  coral  lips,  arched  her 
eyebrows,  and  looked  askant  at  her  step- 
sister, but  made  no  immediate  reply. 

"  Do  you  hear,  deary  ?  " 

"  Never  heard  anything  plainer,  dear 
mother  ;  but  I  was  thinking,  just  at  the  mo- 
ment, how  much  more  useful  that  estimable 
and  pious  young  curate  of  ours  could  occupy 
his  time  amongst  the  poor  of  the  parish,  than 
hunting  up,  in  all  directions,  grand  hot-house 
flowers  from  his  neighbours'  conservatories,  for 
the  purpose  of  presenting  them  to  poor  little 
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silly  me  ;  with  all  my  '  silly  ways,'  as  you  liave 
it.  Why,  I  can  gather  lanes  full  of  them  from 
our  own  houses  ;  only  those  spicy  verses  that 
Mr  Strawworth  sends  with  them  don't  grow 
on  the  plants." 

"  You  ungrateful  little  monkey,  you  forget 
the  sentiment,"  replied  Mrs  Townsend,  some- 
what annoyed. 

"  Well,"  responded  Gertrude,  "  I  never 
went  so  far  at  school,  and,  w^hat  is  more,  I 
don't  want  instruction  in  that  quarter,  mamma. 
But,  apropos  of  ^  sentiment,'  it  w^ouldn't  be 
amiss  to  present  the  reverend  gentleman  with 
a  'John  Quill '  on  a  Saturday;  may  be  it 
would  be  suo^crestive,  and  incline  him  to  write 
his  weekly  sermon,  instead  of  his  '  forking  '  up 
those  bilious-looking  productions  which  his 
father  wrote  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  ! 
There's  sentiment  for  you  !  " 

''  Fie  !  Gerty,  fie  !  I  must  have  a  serious 
talk  with  you  some  day." 
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Gertrude  made  a  mock  curtsey,  and  frisked 
out  on  the  lawn,  humming  a  favourite  tune. 

Mrs  Townsend,  with  fond  parental  eyes, 
gazed  at  her  daughter,  the  pride  of  her  heart ! 
as  she  bounded  away  on  the  springy  moss- 
covered  turf,  and  then  lifting  a  deep,  weary 
sigh,  said, — 

"  Yes,  she  is  the  brightest  and  most  beau- 
tiful flower  in  the  garden." 

Nora,  thougli  intently  reading  an  article  in 
one  of  the  monthly  magazines,  heard  the  last 
sentence,  and,  looking  up  over  her  book, 
ventured, — 

*'  Yes,  she  is  the  lily  of  the  vale,  and  care 
must  be  taken  lest  an  unworthy  hand  should 
pluck  it." 

"  I  will  take  care  that  her  bright,  happy 
life  is  not  blasted  by  a  false  step." 

Mrs  Townsend  struck  a  painful  chord.  In- 
tuitively Nora  knew  that  the  well-directed 
home-thrust  was  meant  for  her ;    and  it  vi- 
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brated  again  and  again  on  her  sensitive  nature. 
The  triumphant  flash  of  her  step-mother's  eyes 
denoted  that  she  had  "  hit  the  nail  on  the 
head  "  and  driven  it  deeply  home  ! 

"  Alas  ! "  responded  Nora,  ''  there  are  re- 
miniscences in  one's  life  that  are  painful  to 
look  back  upon  ;  and  there  are  reminiscences 
that  fill  one  with  delight.  In  the  former,  it 
is  at  least  something  to  know  and  feel  that 
one  is  left  high  and  dry  on  the  shores  of 
repentance." 

*'  Yes,"  replied  Mrs  Townsend,  with  an  ap- 
proving smile.  "  As  Dr  Johnson  says,  '  Ee- 
pentance  is  the  first  step  towards  a  woman's 
humility.'  But  come,  deary,  we  are  drifting 
into  a  painful  strain,  and  far  be  it  from  me  to 
lead  you  thither ;  for  Heaven  knows,  my 
child,  you  have  had  your  share  of  trouble. 
See  yon  bright  silver  lining  to  that  dark  cloud 
overhead  :  in  a  little  while  it  will  encompass 
it.     Even  so    with  you,  my  dear,  there    are 
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silver  linings  to  the  cloud  of  your  life,  whicli 
will  bring  joy  and  sunshine,  and  which  will 
awaken  new  hopes,  fresh  dreams,  and,  God 
grant,  lasting  happiness." 

Nora  looked  with  amazement  at  her  step- 
mother :  she  could  hardly  believe  her  own  ears. 
Such  an  outburst  of  kindly  feeling  fell  like 
sweet  music  on  her  sensitive  nature,  and  lit  up 
her  countenance  with  a  loving  expression. 
She  asked  herself, — ''  Is  this  real,  or  is  it  un- 
real ?  If  real,  a  divine  influence  must  have 
arrested  the  overbearing  spirit  that  has  for 
years  been  manifested  towards  me,  and  lifted 
the  intolerable  yoke  I  have  had  to  bear." 

Her  blue  eyes  beamed  with  delight  as  she 
drew  her  chair  closer  to  her  step-mother,  and 
gently  placing  her  hand  in  hers,  pressed  it 
warmly,  saying, — 

'*  As  the  dew  breath  from  heaven  refreshes 
the  drooping  flowers,  so  your  loving  words 
revive  my  almost   broken  heart.      Oh  !   how^ 
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good  it  is  to  liear  you  speak  thus,  to  experi- 
ence the  glowing  influence  of  kindly  feeling 
taking  root  in  soil  that  has  been  so  barren. 
Forgive  me,  dear  mother,  if  in  the  past  I  have 
done  or  said  aught  that  has  given  you  ofi'ence  ; 
and  if  I  have  apparently  been  neglectful  in 
discharging  duties  I  owe  you,  and  to  which 
you  are  justly  entitled,  do  not  do  me  the  in- 
justice to  think  that  it  is  the  outcome  of  pride, 
or  the  hardness  of  my  heart." 

''  I  must  try  and  teach  you,  my  child,  to  be 
less  sensitive  ;  for  if  you  nurse  yourself  in  such 
a  cradle,  you  will  be  a  victim  to  the  most 
intense  mental  disturbance,  rocked  in  perplex- 
ity, and  the  rustling  of  a  few  leaves  in  this  busy 
life  of  ours  will  always  have  a  tendency  to  dis- 
arm your  moral  courage,  deter,  and  leave  you 
unfit  to  battle  with  the  ups  and  downs  of  our 
brief  existence.  Alas  !  Nora,  time  is  too  short 
to  take  liberties  with.  I  have  much  to  say  to 
you  this  morning,  dear,"  went  on  Mrs  Towns- 
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end,  with  composed  accents,  "  much  that  may 
fill  you  with  surprise,  much  that  may  affect 
your  future  welfare." 

Nora's  countenance  at  this  juncture  partook 
of  much  gravity,  as  she  surveyed  her  step- 
mother with  undisguised  surprise ;  then  her 
small  white  hand  relaxed  its  hold  of  the  fin- 
gers she  had  been  pressing  so  warmly.  She 
felt  an  unaccountable  something  whispering 
within,  "Is  it  real  or  unreal  ?  "  At  this  point, 
she  saw  do  silver  lining  to  the  clouds  of  her 
troubled  life,  but  rather  looked  at  her  future 
through  a  dark  horoscope,  as  she  ventured, 
with  a  voice  visibly  tremulous, — 

"The  very  kind  allusions  that  have  just 
emanated  from  you,  mamma,  lead  me  to  an- 
ticipate events  which  will  bring  with  them 
consolation,  peace,  and  happiness." 

"  Yes,  dear,"  replied  Mrs  Townsend,  "  your 
estimation  of  my  earnest  and  best  intentions 
is  a  correct  one.     I  have  no  motive  in  touch- 
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ing  upon  the  subject  I  am  about  to  speak, 
other  than  in  the  interest  of  niy  husband's 
child,  whose  welfare  is  identical  with  that  of 
my  dear  Gertrude's." 

Nora  absolutely  stared.  The  soft  expression 
of  her  countenance  faded  away  as  she  replied, 
— "  Oh  !  pray  do  not  keep  me  in  suspense." 

"  Well,  Nora,  I  will  go  to  the  point  at  once. 
I  have  had  several  long  interviews  lately  with 
your  father,  respecting  your  future  prospects 
in  life.  I  consider  the  time  has  arrived,  if  it 
meet  with  your  approval,  that  you  should  em- 
brace an  opportunity  which  now  presents  itself 
of  being  '  settled  in  life.'  " 

Our  heroine  bent  her  head,  and  a  bright 
colour  sujBfused  her  cheeks,  and  "  straight  as 
cold  again." 

"  I  am  quite  sure,"  continued  Mrs  Towns- 
end,  "  that  you  are  keenly  alive  to  the  fact 
that  my  nephew  Cuthbert  "  (Nora  shuddered, 
which  Mrs  Townsend  did  not  perceive)  "  has 
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been  deeply  in  love  with  you  for  the  last  two 
years — yes,  deeply  ;  there  is  no  other  term 
for  it.  I  am  quite  aware  that,  owing  to  your 
profound  grief,  consequent  on  the  decease  of 
your  lamented  husband,  Cuthbert  has,  with 
most  honourable  intentions,  abstained  from 
making  advances  which  would  have  even 
a  semblance  of  haste  ;  but  I  have  reason  to 
know  that  his  hopes  are  centred  in  you, — in  a 
word,  he  loves  you,  dear,  with  all  the  fervour 
of  his  fond  nature,  and  I  say  most  religiously 
that  it  is  my  firm  conviction  he  would  make 
you  a  devoted  husband,  and  such  an  one  that 
few  girls  have  a  chance  of  securing.  Born  and 
bred  a  gentleman,  of  a  kindly  disposition,  and 
of  unblemished  honour  and  morality — in  fine, 
he  is  the  very  paragon  of  what  2^  fiance  should 
be,  and,  moreover,  strictly  '  county '  ! " 

This  long  and  deliberate  preamble  of  Mrs 
Townsend's  gave  Nora  an  opportunity  of  allay- 
ing the  deeply-seated  agitation  that   she  in- 
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wardly  experienced.  As  sentence  after  sen- 
tence dawned  upon  her  with  all  its  force,  she 
felt  that  the  fatal  "juncture,"  "  climax,"  and 
''fatality"  had  arrived,  and  she  replied, — 

"  Most  sincerely,  dear  mother,  I  thank  you 
for  the  profound  interest  you  are  taking  on 
my  behalf ;  and  I  am  very  sensible  of  the 
honour  your  nephew  has  conferred  upon  me. 
A  gentleman  of  his  high  attainments,  strict 
integrity,  moral  character,  and  wealth  "  (here 
Mrs  Townsend  visibly  coloured),  "  the  very 
compound  which  forms  the  basis  of  all  that 
any  reasonable  woman  could  look  for  in  this 
world  to  ensure  happiness,  I  say  such  a  man 
should  find  no  difficulty  in  forming  an  alliance 
with  a  far  more  worthy  person  than  myself ; 
but— but— " 

"  But  what,  deary  ? "  interrupted  Mrs 
Townsend  ;  "  don't  agitate  yourself ;  we  are 
thoroughly  at  home  with  each  other.  I  can 
read   most   of  your  thoughts,  my  child,    and 
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whilst  I  know  that  your  nature  is  just  the 
reverse  of  impulsive,  yet  I  feel  that  in  the 
inmost  recesses  of  your  young  heart  there 
is  kindling  a  warm  and  generous  feeling  for 
one  who  is  worthy  of,  and  entitled  to,  your 
affection  ;  and  few  pleasures  could  be  greater 
to  me  than  to  know  that  you  had  openly 
reciprocated  the  love  Cuthbert  bears  you,  by 
avowing  it  to  me." 

Nora  rose  from  her  chair  as  the  last  words 
fell  from  her  step-mother  ;  the  colour  left  her 
cheeks  ;  she  rapidly  walked  to  the  window, 
and  gazed  abstractedly  on  the  vast  park  in 
front  of  her  ;  there  was  a  brief  struo^o;le  within 
— a  heaving  breast,  gathering,  as  it  were, 
strength  to  reply  ;  but  for  awhile  nature 
asserted  her  rights,  and  the  tongue  refused 
to  give  utterance  to  the  dictates  of  her  pal- 
pitating heart. 

"  Silence  is  golden,"  murmured  Mrs  Towns- 
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end,    at  the  same  time  caressing  one  of  her 
poodles. 

At  last  Nora  summoned  courage,  and^  with 
measured  and  firm  accents,  said, — 

' '  I  trust,  dear  mother,  that  you  do  not  for 
one  moment  take  my  silence  for  any  admission 
of  reciprocation  of  your  nephew's  love  ?  " 

''  Your  cousin,  Nora,"  said  Mrs  Townsend, 
with  much  em^pvessement. 

''Yes,  my  cousin,"  responded  our  heroine, 
with  a  little  toss  of  her  head  ;  "  because,  if 
you  do,  I  am  sorry  to  have  to  say  that  you 
are  labouring  under  a  very  great  delusion  ; 
and  the  sooner  you  impart  to  Mr  Eodway 
my  sentiments,  the  sooner  he  will  cease  to 
entertain  expectations  which  can  never  be 
realised.  I  am,  however  (as  I  previously 
intimated),  sensible  of  the  honour  conferred 
upon  me  by  Cuthbert  in  his  choice,  which 
good  fortune  (according  to  your  estimation 
of  his    value)   will    be    reserved   for    another, 
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and    probably   for   one    far    more    deserving 
than  this  poor  widow." 

"  Widow  !  Fiddlesticks  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs 
Town  send,  and  she  crested  her  head ;  and 
then  came  an  ominous  cloud  over  her  face, 
as  she  went  on,  in  undisguised  surprise, — 

"  Why,  my  dear  child,  I  am  absolutely 
astonished  ;  nay,  astounded  !  " 

"  Why  astonished  ? "  responded  Nora.  ''  Is 
there  anything  very  astonishing  in  finding 
two  individuals  not  precisely  of  the  same 
mind,  and  affections  exactly  the  opposite  of 
each  other  ? " 

"  I  am  afraid,  Nora,  you  are  paying  yourself 
but  a  poor  compliment,  in  laying  no  claim  to 
the  many  virtues  which  Cuthbert  possesses." 

"  Actions  speak  louder  than  words,  dear 
mother.  I  accord  my  cousin  all  you  credit 
him  with,  because  1  know  nothing  to  the 
contrary,  and  simply  because  I  have  never 
given  the  subject  a  moment's  consideration; 
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as  to  laying  claim  myself  to  virtues,  the  least 
said  on  that  head  the  better.  To  err  is  human  ; 
I  am  but  a  poor  sinful  creature  ;  my  short- 
comings outweigh  my  good  works  ;  may  God 
give  me  strength  to  act  aright,  and  a  lively 
hope  of  improvement." 

"  It  has  been  said,  dear  Nora,  that  '  in  our 
faults  lie  the  germ  of  virtue.'  I  am  afraid, 
my  child,  that  you  are,  at  the  present  time, 
acting  contrary  to  that  which  would  secure 
for  you  lasting  happiness." 

"  I  think  otherwise." 

''  And  I  likewise." 

"  Well,"  responded  Nora  warmly  ;  "  there 
is  but  one  remedy, — we  must  agree  to  differ." 

"  Ah  me  !  "  murmured  Mrs  Townsend,  with 
a  sigh,  ''  poor  dear  Cuthbert !  this  will  indeed 
be  a  heavy  blow  to  him,"  and  she  fixed  her 
keen  eyes  on  a  pattern  of  the  carpet,  and 
beneath  the  folds  of  her  dress  could  be  seen 
a  foot  drumming  the  floor. 
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'  Probably  the  loss  is  mine,   clear  mother 
not  his." 

''  You  say  so,  but  he  thinks  otherwise,  else 
he  would  not  offer  you  his  hand,  and — "  (she 
was  going  to  add  fortune,  but  she  paused,  and 
manipulated  the  smelling-bottle,  the  fragrance 
•of  which  unlocked  the  door  of  her  eyes,  and 
Mrs  Townsend  aspired  to  tears). 

"  Don't  vex  over  matters  which  cannot 
possibly  concern  you.  If  you  view  things 
philosophically,  depend  upon  it,  all  things 
that  happen  are  for  the  best,  provided  we 
endeavour  to  do  that  which  we  absolutely 
think  right ;  and  you  and  Cuthbert  will  look 
back  hereafter  with  feelings  of  satisfaction  at 
the  termination  of  this  interview,  and  its 
results." 

"  Nora,  dear,"  said  Mrs  Townsend  (who 
would  not  be  denied,  and  who  was  much  ab- 
sorbed in  financial  recollections  and  schemes), 
*'  I  cannot  make  up  my  mind  to  believe  that 
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you  are  in  earnest,  seeing  that  Cuthbert 
loves  you  so  dearly  and  tenderly  ;  but,  in 
future,  he  shall  plead  his  own  suit.  I  have 
broken  the  ice,  and  laid  the  foundation  of 
happiness  that  will,  I  trust,  be  yours ;  on 
that  foundation  he,  and  he  alone,  must  build. 
Do  not,  dear,  be  blind  to  your  owai  inter- 
ests ;  do  not  close  your  eyes  to  a  sphere  of 
life  that,  as  far  as  mortal  can  judge,  will 
be  productive  of  peace  of  mind  and  lasting 
satisfaction  to  all  around  you.  And  now,  for 
the  j)resent,  I  can  do  no  more  than  leave  my 
observations  impressed  upon  your  heart  and 
mind,  where,  I  have  no  doubt,  they  will 
fructify  and  bear  good  fruit.  Consider  it 
well,  dear  Nora  ;  form  no  hasty  conclusion — 
God  will  direct  in  all  thino-s." 

"  He  never  has  forsaken  me,  dear  mother, 
and  I  am  convinced,  if  I  act  aright,  he  never 
will." 

"  One  word,  dear   child,   before  we  part," 
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said  Mrs  Townsend  sympathetically.  "Is  there 
anyone  else  who  has  made  overtures  to  you 
with  a  view  to  an  alliance  ?  Don't  answer 
the  question,  love,  if  you  think  it  impertinent." 

"Just  the  reverse,  mamma;  I  am  relieved 
beyond  measure  by  your  putting  the  question 
to  me.  I  say  most  emphatically — No  ;  not  a 
soul  has  ever  given  me  reason  to  suppose  such 
a  thing,  otherwise  my  dear  father  would  have 
been  in  possession  of  the  fact  within  an  hour. 
Never,  never  again  will  I  take  an  important 
stej)  in  life  without  seeking  his  guidance, 
counsel,  and  support.  I  would  rather  spend 
the  residue  of  my  life  in  a  nunnery,  than  forfeit 
the  affection  which  I  know  my  beloved  father 
has  for  me." 

"  I  am  exceedingly  pleased,  Nora,  with  your 
candour,  but  having  heard  a  whisper  to  the 
contrary,  I  thought  it  right  to  gently,  and  I 
trust  not  indiscreetly,  put  the  question  to  you." 

"Unkind  words,"  replied  Nora,  with  a  flash 
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of  her  eyes,  "  nay,  vicious  untruths,  are  wafted 
by  the  winds  of  scandal,  and  their  pernicious 
results  are  not  always  felt  by  the  poor  victim 
until  serious  injuries  have  been  inflicted — 
alas  !  too  late  to  rectify." 

"True,  true,"  responded  Mrs  Townsend  (a 
little  discomposed);  "it  only  shows,  dear  child, 
how  necessary  it  is  for  all  persons  moving  in 
good  society  to  be  watchful  over  their  actions, 
and  never  take  a  step  in  this  life  that  may 
lead  into  a  quagmire.  We  have,  as  it  were, 
all  a  page  of  our  actions  before  the  eyes  of 
the  world,  and  if  there  be  one  dark  spot  on 
its  surface,  how  apt  people  are  to  put  their 
finger  upon  it !  " 

Down  w^ent  our  heroine's  long  lashes  on  her 
pale  cheeks,  and  a  tear  escaped  and  glistened 
in  the  rays  of  the  mid-day  sun  as  it  shone 
through  the  open  casement.  She  thought  what 
was  passing  in  her  step-mother's  mind.  She 
felt  the  thrust  of  the  sharp-pointed  instrument 
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that  was  indirectly  intended  to  pierce  her  heart 
and  expose  the  dark  spot  on  the  surface  of 
the  page  of  her  book  of  life  ! 

Mrs  Townsend  saw  the  force  of  her  last 
observation,  and  feeling  at  this  juncture  that 
it  was  prudent  to  moderate  considerably  the 
rancour  of  her  tongue,  came  to  the  rescue, 
saying,— 

"Now,  my  dear  child,  we  will  not  review 
the  past  any  longer,  but  rather  look  forward 
to  the  bright  and  sunny  side  of  the  picture 
of  your  life  looming  before  you.  Let  the 
subject  of  our  interview  this  morning  be  re- 
ceived with  the  most  absolute  confidence.  I 
have  spoken  my  mind  freely — yes,  without 
reserve,  and,  I  trust,  without  provoking  the 
slightest  pain  to  you.  I  am  cjuite  sure,  in  your 
calm  moments,  you  will  accord  me  this.  I  feel 
that  I  have  discharged  a  duty  which  I  owe  to 
you  and  Cuthbert,  and,  if  God  so  w^ills  it,  that 
your  hands  shall  be  joined  together.      I   feel 


58  A  Virgin  Widoiu. 

assured  that  your  hearts  will  beat  in  union 
with  each  other,  and  that  your  path  through 
life  will  for  ever  be  free  from  the  thorns  that 
not  unfrequently  spring  up  and  choke,  so  to 
speak,  the  happiness  of  a  wedded  life.  As  I 
said  before,  you  may  look  back  in  after  years, 
when  I  have  passed  away,  and  remember  this 
morning's  interview  with  pride  and  sadness, 
and  drop  a  silent  tear  o'er  the  grave  of  one  who 
has  striven  hard  to  direct  you  in  a  sure  and 
certain  path  that  leads  to  a  happy  marriage." 

With  a  tear  in  her  eye,  Mrs  Townsend  bent 
over  her  step-daughter,  first  removing  a  small 
bouquet  of  flowers  from  her  own  bosom  and 
placing  it  on  Nora's,  then  continued, — 

"  May  your  future  career,  dear,  bloom  as 
those  hot-house  specimens  in  all  its  purity, 
and  give  forth  a  fragrance  to  all  around,"  and 
gathering  her  drapery  together,  Mrs  Townsend 
left  the  room,  closely  followed  by  her  favourite 
dosf. 


Respectfully  declined^  with  Thanks.       59 

Nora  hastened  to  the  door,  seized  Mrs  Towns- 
end's  hand,  and  pressed  it  to  her  lips,  saying, — 

"Bless  you,  dear  mother,  bless  you  for  all 
your  kind,  loving  advice.  Do  not  think  me  un- 
grateful !  Give  me  your  love  for  ever,  as  you 
have  this  day.  I  embrace  it  with  open  arms  ; 
I  hail  its  advent  as  the  most  precious  crumb 
of  comfort  experienced  from  you  since  my 
childhood  ;  your  love,  combined  with  my  dear 
father  and  Gertrude's,  are  all  I  desire ;  eliminate 
for  ever  matters  connected  w^ith  Cuthbert  or 
any  other  being,  and  I  shall  be  happy  in  the 
society  of  our  domestic  circle  !  " 

Mrs  Townsend  again  retraced  her  steps  into 
the  library,  closed  the  door,  and,  in  low  tones, 
said, — 

"  Child,  you  don't  know  what  you  are  saying. 
Think  just  for  one  moment ;  you — a  widow — 
yes,  a  young  virgin  widow  ;  rich,  handsome, 
highly  accomplished,  and  vigorous  in  health  ; 
you   must  marry,   child, — yes,   marry  a  good 
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man, — a  man  deserving  of  you,  and  happiness 
will  be  your  portion.  Come,  dry  your  tears, 
dear  ;  let  me  see  you  at  luncheon  to-day,  bright 
and  cheerful ;  and  mind  you  keep  me  in  coun- 
tenance at  dinner,  for  the  Brauscombs  are 
coming,  and  Sir  Eobert  Epworth.  Adieu, 
dear,  for  the  present,"  and  the  door  closed 
behind  the  lady  superior  of  Carthewin  Castle. 
"  Good  heavens  !  "  said  Nora,  within  herself ; 
'  is  all  this  real,  or  unreal  ?  By  heaven  !  I 
think  it  is  unreal !  "  and,  throwing  herself  upon 
the  couch,  she  took  from  her  pocket  Percy's 
last  letter,  read  it  again  and  again,  breathed 
soft  words  to  it — words  which  the  writer  is 
not  permitted  to  disclose,  neither  the  contents. 
Then  replacing  it,  she  sauntered  into  the 
garden,  where  a  few  minutes  later  Gertrude 
and  Nora,  with  arms  entwined  around  each 
other,  were  seen  picking  their  way  up  the 
rugged  defile  that  led  to  the  moorlands,  in 
deep  conversation. 


CHAPTER   XXIII. 


AN  OLD  AND  DEAR  FRIEND. 

''What!  Major  Grey?  Well,  I  never  !  Who 
would  have  dreamt  of  seeing  you  here  ?  "  said 
Constance  Templar,  hurrying  across  the  lawn, 
and  warmly  shaking  me  by  the  hand. 

"  Truly,"  I  replied,  "  this  is  a  pleasure, 
though  not  quite  unexpected." 

"  You  naughty  girl ! "  said  Miss  Templar, 
turning  to  Nora,  with  much  enthusiasm.  "  So 
this  is  the  sur|)rise  you  had  in  store  for  me  ; 
verily  you  were  not  mistaken.  I  should  just 
as  soon  have  thouo^ht  of  seeino;  one  of  those 
lay  figures  in  armour  in  your  hall  suddenly 
appear  in  our  midst.  Well,  well,  for  '  auld  lang 
syne,'  I  am  delighted  to  see  you.  Major  Grey  " 
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"You  look  it,  Constance,  every  inch  of 
yon,"  said  Nora  complacentl3\  "  It  is  pleasant 
to  meet  an  old  and  valued  friend,  is  it  not  ? " 
and  she  fixed  her  eyes  on  the  brunette. 

"  Nothing  could  afford  me  greater  pleasure 
just  at  this  moment  (saving  your  j)resence) 
than  running  up  against  this  incorrigible 
patient  of  mine.  I  think,  without  exception, 
he  was  the  most  refractory  invalid  I  ever  had 
under  my  care.  Now,  tell  me  all  about  it, 
Major  Grey.  How  are  you  ?  Come  along, 
Nora,  let  us  stroll  up  to  the  Belvidere  and 
have  it  out,  chapter  and  verse." 

"  Good  Lord  !  "  I  said  to  myself,  ''  I  am 
now  in  for  it,  slap  up  to  my  neck."  I  saw 
Nora's  large,  quiet,  frank  eyes  reading  every 
expression,  and  inwardly  revolving  in  her 
mind  word  for  word  that  emanated  from 
Miss  Templar  and  myself. 

"  It  would  be  absurd  in  me,  Miss  Templar, 
to  ask  how  you  are,"  I  at  last  ventured,  "  as 
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you  look  the  very  picture  of  blooming  health. 
Surely  time,  since  last  I  had  the  felicity  of 
meeting,  and  the  pain  at  parting,  has  dealt 
gently  with  you." 

With  much  vivacity  Constance  replied, — 

"  '  When  last  we  met 
That  meeting  I  shall  ne'er  forget.' 

Apropos,  Major  Grey,  where  is  the  pretty 
picture  ?  I  don't  see  the  broad  silk  ribbon 
in  its  old  quarters."  And  Constance  put 
her  arm  round  Nora's  neck,  patted  her 
cheek  affectionately,  and  went  on,  ''  Let  me 
see,  what  is  it  Shakespeare  said, — something 
about — 

'  To-day,  he  puts  forth  the  tender  leaves  of  hope  ; 
To-morrow  blossoms,  and  bears  his  blushing 
Honours  thick  upon  him.'  " 

**  Long  since,"  responded  Nora ;  "or  I 
am  much  at  fault,  he  put  forth  the 
*  tender  leaves  of  hope  ;'  and,  judging  from 
your   enthusiasm,    and    a   wee    bit    of  confu- 
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sion,  this  meeting  is  a  bright  and  happy 
one  for  you,  Constance.  Are  you  not  glad 
you  came  ?  " 

''  You  furmy  little  oddity  !  "  exclaimed  Miss 
Templar  ;  "I  cannot  read  you  in  the  least. 
Truly,  this  is  a  bright  and  happy  day  for 
me  ;  I —  but  here  come  Gertrude  and 
Miss  Branscomb ; '  and  she  whispered  in 
Nora's  ear,  "  More  anon,  in  the  grotto,  to- 
night ;  the  moon  will  be  up  after  dinner." 
Then  turning  to  meet  the  approaching  ladies, 
exclaimed, —  ''  AVhy,  Gerty  dear,  you  are 
the  very  prototype  of  joy  1" 

''Ahem!"  replied  Gertrude,  turning  to 
myself,  and  making  a  profound  bow,  saying, 
— "  My  Lord  Bassanio,  and  my  gentle  lady^ 
I  wish  you,  in  the  words  of  Mr  Shakespeare, 
all  the  joy  that  you  can  wish." 

And  the  little  tease  poked  Constance  in 
the  ribs  with  her  riding- w^hip. 

"On  my  word,"  said  Miss  Templar,    ''you 
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puzzle  me  as  much  as  your  sister.  Surely 
I  am  in  dreamland ;  joking  apart, — are  we 
really  in  the  grounds  of  Carthewen  Castle^ 
— am  I  Constance  Templar, — and  are  you 
Gertrude ;  and  this  great,  tall  man,  the 
identical  Major  Grey,  or  the  traditional- 
avoirdupois  Grey,  as  the  Crimea  men  used 
to  facetiously  call  him  ?  " 

"  I  will  answer  for  it,  Miss  Templar," 
I  cut  in,  "that  you  are  not  in  dream- 
land, but  in  a  '  land  flowing  with  milk 
and  honey,'  and  surrounded  by  some  of 
the  best  and  most  hospitable  people  it  has 
been  my  good  fortune  to  meet  with." 

"You  deserve  it,  auyhow,"  responded  Miss 
Templar  ;  "  and  now  you  are  taking  your  rest 
after  a  hard  gallop,  so  to  speak.  How  long 
have  you  been  in  these  parts  ? " 

"  I  am  ashamed  to  say  I  have  been  tres- 
passing on  Mr  and  Mrs  Townsend's  kind 
hospitality  for  time  out  of  mind." 

VOL.  III.  E 
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"  I  vote  you  finish  up  the  year  with  us," 
cut  in  Gertrude.  ''  You  will  say  ditto  to 
that,  won't  you,  sissy  ?  and  sing  '  Oh,  let  us 
be  joyful.' " 

''Major  Grey  knows  how  delighted  dear 
father  and  mother  will  be  to  have  him 
with  them  for  any  length  of  time  that  will 
be  aoTeeable  to  himself,  and  that  his  en- 
gagements  will  admit  of,"  said  Nora,  with 
complacency. 

"  And  you  ?  "  I  asked,  sotto  voce,  which 
question  was  not  heard  by  the  rest  of  the 
company.  Nora  looked  me  straight  in  the 
face,  and,  with  a  little  embarrassment,  re- 
plied in  soft  tones,  "  Why  ask  me  such  a 
question  Major  Grey?" 

"Why?  I  don't  quite  understand  you. 
One  asks  odd  questions  sometimes." 

"  Persons  who  indulge  in  odd  questions 
not  unfrequently  receive  odd  replies,"  said 
Nora,  smilingly. 
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By  this  time  we  had  separated  some 
little  distaDce  from  the  rest  of  the  com- 
pany, who  were  making  their  way  up  the 
steep  sideland  which  led  to  the  Belvidere. 

''  I  would  not  knowingly  ask  an  unkind  or  im- 
pertinent question,  Mrs  Snowdon,"  I  resumed. 

*'  I  am  quite  sure  that  it  is  far  from  3^our 
nature  to  do  so.  You  must  not  take  things 
literally,  Major  Grey.  Do  you  know  I  have 
been  so  unhappy  ever  since  you  left,  think- 
ino^  over  that  atrocious  deed  ;  and  what  mio-ht 
have  been  the  consequences,  but  for  a  mer- 
ciful Providence  which  diverted  the  flight  of 
that  horrid  bullet." 

"  Pray  dismiss,  dear  Mrs  Snowdon,  every 
anxious  thought  from  your  mind.  So  far 
as  I  am  concerned,  the  matter  to  which  you 
refer,  has  not  troubled  me  one  moment. 
The  vexatious  part  of  the  business  is,  that 
it  has  made  you  unhappy,  and  I,  yes  I,  am 
the  cause  of  it  all." 
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"  You  !  Why, — in  what  way, — how  can 
you  say  so  ? "  responded  Nora,  in  pleading 
tones. 

"  Never  mind." 

"  But  I  do  mind,  and  there  will  be  no 
peace  for  me,  or  safety  for  you,  until  the 
scoundrel  who  fired  that  gun  is  arrested. 
Oh !  wdiy  did  you  ask  me  to  keep  the 
matter  a  secret  ;  sooner  or  later  it  must 
come  to  light,  in  connection  with  all  wicked 
deeds,  and  then  what  will  my  father  think 
of  it." 

"  Do  not  alarm  yourself,  Mrs  Snowdon  "  (at 
this  point  I  would  have  given  one  of  my  eyes, 
so  to  speak,  to  have  called  her  dear  Nora)  ;  "at 
the  earliest  moment  I  will  communicate  the 
circumstance  to  your  father,  when  I  will  care- 
fully explain  to  him  how  necessary  I  thought 
it  that  the  affair  should  be  kept  a  secret  until 
I  had  the  pleasure  of  again  appearing  in  your 
midst.     Pray,  let  me  help  you  over  this  brook." 
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As  Nora  gave  me  her  hand,  I  felt  a  thrill 
pass  through  me  as  her  little  fingers  grasped 
mine,  methought  somewhat  fervently.  It 
was,  however,  but  fleeting.  That  day  she 
looked  more  beautiful  than  ever  —  so  pic- 
turesque. Her  countenance  was  animated, 
and  her  eyes  sparkled  with  intelligence  and 
frank  kindness  as  they  rested  for  one  moment 
(only  a  moment)  on  mine. 

"  You  won't  walk  about  this  place  alone, 
will  you  ? "  she  said,  and  down  went  the  lashes 
again. 

"  Why  ? " 

*'  After  what  has  transpired,  who  knows 
what  next  may  happen,  and — "     A  pause. 

'*  And  what,  dear  Mrs  Snowdon  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  do  not  press  the  question.  In  my 
quiet  moments  I  often  wdsh  that  other  duties, 
I  should  say  other  engagements,  had  taken 
you  elsewhere,  and  that  so  valuable  a  life  as 
yours    should    not   have    been   imperilled   on 
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my  father's    estate,    and   you — yes,  you — vaj 
lamented  husband's  dearest  friend,  and — " 

*'Your  brother,"  I  interrupted,  making  a 
profound  bow. 

"  Yes,  my  brother,"  echoed  Nora.  "  The 
title  sounds  so  strange  to  me,  so  new,  so 
odd,  there  is  something  very  remarkable  and 
romantic  about  it,  probably  a  sweet  harbinger 
of  long  and  happy  intercourse  betw^een  us." 

"  And  brotherly  and  sisterly  love,"  I 
added,  looking  down  on  that  thoughtful 
face  ;  "  but  Nora  was  staring  at  this  mo- 
ment into  vacancy. 

"  How  calm  and  tranquillising  the  scenery 
is  here,"  I  ventured  (upon  my  soul,  I  hardly 
knew  what  to  say  ! ). 

**  Yery  ;  you  prefer  the  country,  Major  Grey, 
to  the  busy  hum  of  the  world,  don't  you  ? " 

"  Infinitely,"  I  replied.  "  I  have  had  a 
surfeit  of  London  gaiety  lately,  and  I  am 
quite   sure,   to    a  lover  of  nature,   only  true 


An  Old  and  Dear  Friend.  71 

joys  are  to  be  found  where  the  busy  hum  of 
insect  life  is  heard,  and  where  sumptuous 
nature  decorates  every  spring  and  summer ; 
even  the  wintry  chill  in  the  country  has  its 
charm,  particularly  when  one  has  for  a  com- 
panion one  whose  taste  is  cultivated,  and 
whose  reading  is  varied." 

"  Dear  Constance  is  the  very  essence  of  such 
a  companion,"  replied  Nora,  with  much  em- 
jpressement,  and  she  looked  me  full  in  the  face. 

At  this  point,  intuitively,  I  knew  what  was 
passing  in  the  mind  of  Nora.  I  should  most 
certainly  have  made  a  fool  of  myself  there 
and  then,  and  that  large-hearted,  frank  girl 
would  have  taken  all  the  wind  out  of  my 
sails,  as  it  were,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 
but  for  the  opportune  presence  at  that  mo- 
ment of  Gertrude  and  the  bouncing  Miss 
Branscomb,  who  came  suddenly  down  upon 
us  with  bayonets  fixed  ! 

"  By  Jove !    here  they  are  having  a  Ute-d- 
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tete  all  to  themselves,"  screamed  Gertrude. 
"  Awfully  sorry  to  disturb  you  ;  hope  no 
offence  (as  Leonard  says),  but  Miss  Templar 
is  tipsy  with  pleasure,  which  pleasure  she  has 
been  inhaliug  for  the  last  half-hour  on  the 
top  of  the  Belvidere.  She  says  the  panoramic 
view,  and  bright,  crisp  air,  have  thoroughly  in- 
toxicated her  ;  and  she  requested  that  we  two 
daughters  of  the  regiment  should  at  once  go 
in  search  of  you  twain,  arrest  you  forthwith, 
and  march  you  off  to  headquarters." 

''  Major  Grey,"  said  Mabel  Branscomb,  with 
a  toss  of  her  head,  "  in  the  name  of  General 
Constance  Templar,  we  take  you  into  custody, 
aud  I  fear  it  will  be  a  warm  time  for  you 
both  up  at  Government  House  !  " 

"  I  am  not  aware,  Miss  Branscomb,  of 
having  committed  any  crime ;  but  as  one 
never  knows  what  serious  charge  may  be  laid 
at  ones  door,  it  will  be  necessary  for  me  to 
secure  an  able  advocate,  may  I —  " 
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"  I  know  what  you  are  going  to  say.  Just 
toss  me  over  a  handsome  retaining  fee,  and 
I  will  see  you  are  let  down  lightly,"  re- 
plied Miss  Branscomb,  laughing  all  over  her 
honest,  apple-looking  face ;  besides,"  added 
she,  archly,  ''  you  are  rich,  and  can  afford  to 
do  the  thing  handsomely,  don't  you  know." 

*'  I  am  as  poor.  Miss  Branscomb,  as  a 
rag.  My  pay  in  the  army,  which  is  little 
short  of  rags  and  starvation,  is  all  I  possess 
in  the  world." 

"  Good  heavens  !  "  replied  she  ;  ''  you  don't 
say  so.  I  cannot  believe  you  one  bit.  Some- 
body told  me  that  you  are  awfully  rich, — 
a  sort  of  millionaire  !  Well,  well,  Thackeray 
says,  '  When  a  man  or  woman  wants  money 
or  assistance,  the  world,  as  a  rule,  is  very  oblig- 
ing and  lets  them  want  it ; '  isn't  that  so  ?  " 

"  Gammon !  don't  you  listen  to  his  non- 
sense, Mabel,"  said  Gertude,  frisking  up 
and    catting   into  the    conversation.     "  Why, 
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Major  Grey  takes  a  leaf  out   of  his  father's 
book  whenever  he  is  in  want  of  cash." 

"  I  beg  pardon,  Gerty,"  said  Miss  Brans- 
coEob,  "I  don't  comprehend  you." 

"  Why,  out  of  his  pater's  cheque  book,  filled 
up  for  any  amount.     Awfully  jolly  is  it  not  ? "" 

*'Ah  me!"  replied  Miss  Branscomb  ;  "no 
such  luck  for  us  poor  girls.  There  are 
too  many  suspicious-looking  blue  envelopes 
knocking  about  ;  if  one  peeps  into  any  of 
them,  it  is  invariably  the  old  story,  '  To 
account  rendered ;'  our  only  chance  is  to 
look  out  for  some  nice  fellow  with  lots 
of  coin,  don't  you  know  % " 

"  You  will  not  find  him,  as  a  rule,  in  the 
hunting  field,  Mabel  dear,"  interposed  Nora 
a  little  reproachfully. 

"  No,"  replied  Miss  Branscomb,  with  a  toss 
of  her  head;  ''neither  in  Mount  Vesuvius." 
As  Sir  Charles  Coldstream  said,  '  There  is 
nothing   in    it.'       I    say,  —  joking   apart, — 


All  Old  a7id  Dear  Friejid.  75 

Major  Grey,  can't  you  put  me  up  to  an 
eligible  thing  ?  I  am  not  particular,  you 
know,  about  a  specimen  in  the  way  of 
good  looks,  because  there  is  nothing  in  this 
poor  deponent  to  match  it ;  but  a  good 
heart,  bolstered  up  with  a  heavy  purse,  will 
cover  a  host  of  deficiences.  Now,  really, 
don't  you  admire  my  frankness  '? " 

"  Positively,  Miss  Branscomb,"  I  replied. 
''  You  are  worthy  of  a  far  better  and  more 
substantial  finance  than  I  have  the  power 
of  introduciug  :  all  I  can  say  is,  fortunate 
the  man  who  secures  you ;  he  should  bid 
high.  Don't  lower  your  price,  my  young- 
friend,  on  any  consideration." 

The  dialogue  between  myself  and  the  merry- 
faced  little  oddity  provoked  roars  of  laughter ; 
but  I  could  see  at  a  oiance  that  Nora  did  not 

o 

relish  such  frivolous  conversation  ;  she  had  a 
mind  far  above  it.  I  heard  her  say,  sotto 
vocCy  "  Truly  vanity  is  a  growing  and  insati- 
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able  disease."  We  spent  a  most  enjoyable 
afternoon  at  the  Belvidere.  Every  one  ap- 
peared in  excellent  spirits,  and  the  peals  of 
laughter  that  echoed  again  and  again  from  the 
little  group  at  the  top  of  the  old  tower,  told 
its  own  tale  of  the  jokes  that  were  made 
wdthin  its  w^alls  ;  even  the  dappled  deer  that 
were  browsing  on  the  slopes  occasionally  looked 
U23  in  amazement.  Constance  Templar's  spark- 
ling wit  and  vivacity  (who,  by-the-bye,  had  an 
exalted  opinion  of  her  own  blood),  the  odd 
sayings  of  Gertrude,  and  the  inexhaustible 
fund  of  comic  anecdotes  at  the  command  of 
Mabel  Branscomb,  greatly  added  to  the  pleas- 
ures of  the  afternoon,  and  not  until  the  sun 
began  to  set  in  a  crimson  blaze  of  glory  did 
any  of  us  attempt  to  make  tracks. 

As  I  stood  upon  the  highest  point  of  the 
old  tower,  and  looked  over  the  open  country 
bathed  in  sunset,  I  thought  of  poor  Percy, 
and  the  many  hours  he    had  sjDent  with    his 
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bride-elect  on  that  very  spot.  More  than  once 
I  came  across  his  well-known  initials,  engraved 
on  wood  and  stone.  Looking;  down  on  the 
busy  little  group  on  the  green  sward  below, 
I  espied  the  beautiful  girl,  in  whom  all  his 
fondest  hopes  were  centered,  now  a  widow — 
yes,  a  "Virgin  Widow!"  '*  Oliver  Grey,'"'  I 
soliloquised,  "  Garclez,  you  may  escape  the 
swift  flight  of  the  bullet,  but  there  is  a  bow 
bent,  and  an  arrow  fixed,  whose  swift  messen- 
ger will  assuredly  enter  your  heart,  or  least- 
ways what  is  left  of  it." 

"Are  you  coming  down.  Major  Grey?" 
screamed  Gertrude.  "  Nora  declares  she  will 
not  go  home  without  you,  and  Constance  is 
in  a  sad  quandary.     Come  along." 

The  moon  was  just  beginning  to  rise,  full  of 
divine  effulgence.  I  said  to  myself  as  I 
took  one  long,  lingering  look,  "  0  beautiful 
and  blessed  memories,  some  day — yes — some 
dayl-" 


78  A  Virgin  Widow. 

*'Are  you,  or  are  you  not  coming?"  again 
shouted  Gertrude,  and  I  tore  myself  reluct- 
antly from  the  enchanting  scene,  and  walked 
hack  to  the  Castle  in  close  conversation  with 
Miss  Templar,  talking  over  old  times.  How 
different  she  appeared  to  me  on  this  occasion  ; 
not  one  atom  of  my  late  Eed-Cross  nurse  could 
I  detect  in  her — not  a  semblance  of  standoffish- 
ness  could  I  discover  in  that  beautiful  brunette, 
who  once  cut  me  into  ribbons,  so  to  speak. 
The  "bluestocking"  had  entirely  vanished,  her 
genial  spirit  and  high-born  dignity  reigned 
supreme.  Space  will  not  permit  my  giving  in 
detail  the  kindly  feeling  she  expressed,  the 
interest  she  exhibited  in  my  welfare  ;  every 
subject  she  touched  upon  was  sound  to  the 
core.  There  was  not  a  false  ring  in  any  note 
she  uttered,  and  as  she  freely  conversed  with 
me,  her  brilliant  flow  of  language  and  ready 
wit  carried  me  completely  away.  Add  to  all 
this  my  friendly  reader,    the    fact  that    she 
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once,  with  God's  help,  brought  me  through  a 
lono'  and  dang;erous  illness,  nursed  me  nio-ht 
and  day,  under  most  trying  and  exceptional 
circumstances,  and  that  she  was  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  and  fascinating  creatures  that 
eyes  ever  looked  upon,  and  1  venture  to  think 
that  you  will  accord  me  your  sympathy,  if,  at 
any  moment  during  our  colloquy,  my  heart 
(charged  as  it  was  with  feelings  of  the  deepest 
gratitude)  smote  me  for  not  earlier  recognising 
the  sacrifices  that  dear  girl  had  made  on  my 
behalf.  I  confess  that  I  was  greatly  struck 
with  Nora  and  Constance's  demeanour  when 
we  all  first  met  on  the  lawn ;  they  watched 
each  other  with  all  the  viorilance  of  their  sex. 
Truly,  they  were  both  women  of  strong  sense, 
high  moral  and  intellectual  attainments.  Alas ! 
who  hasn't  at  some  period  of  his  or  her  life 
felt  an  inward  struofo-le  under  somewhat 
similar  circumstances.     Echo  answers — who  ! 


CHAPTER    XXI  Y. 


THE     GHOTTO. 

The  moon  rose  round  as  a  shield,  and  shed 
her  pale  rays  through  the  colonnade  of  trees 
that  led  to  the  opening  of  the  Grotto,  a 
favourite  resort  of  the  inmates  of  Carthewin 
Castle.  A  pendant  oil  lamp  swung  from  the 
roof,  and  the  countless  specimens  of  iron,  tin 
and  copper  ore,  taken  from  the  wealth  of  the 
various  mines  that  abound  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, scintillated  with  marvellous  effect. 

Ensconced  in  one  corner  was  our  heroine, 
by  her  side,  Miss  Templar,  enveloped  in  fur 
cloaks,  having  a  confidential  tete-d-tete.  The 
evening  was  bright,  crisp,  and  jolly — scarcely 
a  leaf  was  in  motion.  No  sound  could  be 
heard,    save    now    and    then    the   watch-dog's 
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bark,   and  the  rattle  of  their  massive  chains, 
as  they  went  in  and  out  their  wooden  houses. 

"I  am  delighted  that  we  have  it  all  to 
ourselves,"  said  Constance,  putting  her  arm 
round  Nora's  slim  waist. 

"It  is  pleasant  to  be  sometimes  alone  with 
those  we  love,"  responded  Nora,  reciprocating 
with  a  gentle  squeeze  the  pressure  that  her 
friend  gave  her.  "  Do  you  really  love  me  %  '* 
— another  little  squeeze. 

"I  do  not  think  I  shall  answer  that  ques- 
tion," replied  Constance,  "but  would  rather  let 
time  reply  to  it ;  by  which  I  mean,  that  one's 
actions  will  be  the  best  test  of  one's  affection. 
Were  I  to  say  that  I  loved  you  very  much, 
maybe  it  would  be  in  your  mind  that  we 
have  not  been  intimately  acquainted  suffi- 
ciently long  to  establish  the  esteem  that  I 
hope  some  day  to  feel  reigning  in  both  our 
hearts ;  although,  Nora,  your  people  and  mine 
have  long  shared  each   other's  friendship  for 
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time  out  of  mind ;  yet  circumstances  have 
not  permitted  you  and  me  to  hold  sweet  in- 
tercourse together,  that  pleasure  has  been 
reserved  for  us,  and  I  trust  a  bright  and 
happy  future  will  be  yours." 

''  And,"  said  Nora,  "  if  you  knew  my  heart 
as  w^ell  as  you  know  your  own,  I  flatter  myself 
that  you  w^ould  do  me  the  justice  to  believe 
me  sincere  in  all  I  express." 

"  I  know,  dear  Nora,  that  you  have  a 
regenerate  heart,  and  that  kind  Providence, 
and  early  good  training,  have  so  moulded  your 
disposition,  that  mine  is  simply  incomparable 
to  it.  Yes,  as  the  steel  is  attracted  to  the 
magnet,  so  I  have  been  to  you.  In  all  my 
various  travels  (and  the  people  I  have  mixed 
with  are  legion)  I  have  never  experienced  the 
same  influence." 

There  was  a  long  pause.  Tw-o  little  hands 
were  folded  in  each  other,  and  warmly  pressed. 
Again  Nora  said  wdthin  herself,   "  Is  this  real 
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■or  unreal  ? "  and  she  thouo-ht  of  a  tall  man 
whose  heavy  military  tread,  in  measured 
strides,  could  be  heard  as  he  paced  up  and 
down  the  terrace  smoking  his  vesper  cigar. 

"The  attraction  to  which  you  refer,  dear 
■Constance,  is  probably  the  outcome  of  my  sad 
bereavement  ? " 

"Not  at  all,"  responded  Constance;  "  it  is 
the  woman  her  very  self — the  soul  of  that 
woman,"  and  her  dark  eyes  flashed  brightly  in 
the  beams  of  the  moon,  as  her  soft  pale  rays 
peeped  through  the  trees  and  fell  upon  the 
brunette.     How  picturesque  she  looked  ! 

Again  Nora  thought  of  that  tall  man, — a 
long  pause,  during  which  the  screech  owl 
cried  in  the  adjacent  wood. 

"  Child,  what  are  you  thinking  about  ? " 
asked  Constance.  "  Your  hand  is  cold  and 
damp,  and  your  voice  less  firm.  Is  the  age 
of  our  friendship  too  young  to  justify  your 
making  me  your  confidante  f  " 
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"  I  have  no  secrets  to  confide,  dear  Con- 
stance. Once  I  had  ;  it  was  the  great  coup  of 
my  career.  It  is  now  known  to  the  world, 
and  an  all-wise  Providence  has  struck  down 
the  child  of  disobedience." 

"  And  will  raise,  nay,  has  raised  you  up 
again,  and  you  will  be  yourself,  as  in  days 
gone  by,  the  bright  and  happy  little  Nora  of 
Carthewin,  as  the  Honourable  Mrs  Mackenzie 
used  to  call  you." 

"  Bless  her  loving  heart!  my  second  mother," 
said  Nora, — truly,  she  loved  that  pious  lady. 

"  Now  to  business,  child,"  said  Constance, 
vehemently  ;  '*  or,  I  should  say,  to  infinite 
pleasure.  Brush  your  tears  into  the  silent 
air,  dear,  and  suppose  that  we  take  it  for 
granted  that  we  are  loving,  steadfast  friends 
of  very  long  standing,  and  are,  consequently 
privileged  to  say  lots  of  things  to  each  other;" 
and  Nora  rested  her  head  on  Constance's 
shoulder,   and    their   lips    met,   sealing,  as   it 
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were,  the  contract  of  an  undying  love  for 
each  other. 

The  measured  tread  of  the  tall  man  was 
still  heard  on  the  granite  pavement. 

"Do  you  hear  anything,  Nora?"  signifi- 
cantly. 

"Yes  ;  Major  Grey's  heavy  stejD,  and  your 
dear  heart  beating,"  replied  Nora,  raising 
herself  and  looking  inquiringly  into  Con- 
stance's face. 

"  You  need  not  stare  so,  sweet  girl,"  said 
Constance,  in  soft  accents.  "  You  will  see  no 
indication  on  my  brow  that  will  lead  you  to 
suppose  what  I  know  is,  and  has  been,  passing 
in  your  and  Mrs  Townsend's  mind  for  some 
time  jDast  :  in  a  word,  you  are  his  ! " 

"  His  ! "  echoed  Nora  in  amazement. 
"  Speak  beneath  the  breath,  Constance  ;  what 
do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  He  loves  you,  Nora." 

"  He  !     To  whom  do  you  refer  ? " 
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"It  is  idle  for  you  to  feign  ignorance, — 
absolutely  idle,  at  least,  to  one  who  knows 
better.  I  refer  to  Major  Grey,"  said  Miss 
Templar,  drumming  the  ground  with  her  little 
foot  in  her  usual  restless  way. 

"  No — no — no  Eecall  those  words,  Con- 
stance ;  recall  those  words  !  It  is  you  that  he 
loves  ;  yes,  jou  are  his  for  ever  !  " 

"  How  so,  Nora  ?  What  reason  have  you 
or  your  stepmother  to  suppose  that  Major 
Grey  and  I  are  affianced  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  quite  say,"  responded  our  heroine, 
"  but  common  report  has  it  that  you  are  en- 
gaged, and  at  the  most  fiivourable  opportunity 
I  purposed  wishing  you  every  happiness." 

''  Instead  of  which,"  replied  Constance, 
"the  tables  are  turned;  it  is  I  who  have 
the  felicity  of  congratulating  you." 

"  On  my  word,  Constance,  Major  Grey  is  to 
me  a  brother  only." 

''  A  brother  ?  " 
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"  Yes,  a  brother  ;  and  I  to  him  a  sister,  by 
arrangement." 

'•'  Arrangement !  "  exclaimed  Constance  ;  "I 
am  puzzled.  Be  candid  with  me,  dear  Nora, 
and  give  me  the  history  of  all  this." 

Mrs  Snowdon  at  this  point  explained  the 
object  of  Major  Grey's  visit  to  Carthewin 
Castle.  She  related  circumstantially  every 
event,  repeating  in  detail  the  harrowing  scenes 
of  her  husband's  death,  and  the  interviews 
which  she  subsequently  had  with  the  former. 
She  also  communicated  to  Constance  part  of 
the  contents  of  Percy's  last  letter,  and  also 
the  proposition  of  Mrs  Townsend  respecting 
her  cousin  Cuthbert,  and  how  she  indignantly 
declined  to  entertain  an  alliance  which  she 
considered,  if  precipitated,  would  be  fraught 
with  great  danger.  But  she  most  scrupulously 
withheld  touching  on  the  dastardly  attempt 
that  had  been  made  to  assassinate  her  father's 
guest. 
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Constance  listened  attentively  to  her  young 
friend's  unaffected  narrative  of  the  whole  sur- 
roundings of  her  position,  and  on  more  than 
one  occasion  tears  trickled  down  Miss  Templar's 
face,  and  her  large  black  eyes  flashed  indig- 
nantly when  our  heroine  related  her  sensa- 
tional interviews  v/ith  Mrs  Townsend  in  con- 
nection w^ith  Cuthbert  Eodway. 

''  And  now,"  said  Nora,  "  I  have  told  you, 
dear  Constance,  very  nearly  all.  There  is, 
however,  one  event  w^hich,  for  the  present, 
must  remain  a  secret.  Later  on,  you,  in 
common  with  others,  wdll,  no  doubt,  be  in 
possession  of  it.  Alas  !  it  is  a  dismal  story. 
Suffice  it  to  say,  that  it  is  in  no  way  connected 
with  the  subject  of  our  present  conversation." 

"  But  indirectly,  my  dear  Nora,  it  may  be. 
Ere  I  venture  further  on  a  matter  which  just 
now  fills  me  with  the  deepest  emotion,  answer 
me  one  very  little  question,  and  do  not  think 
me    impertinent    in    importuning   you  :    Say, 
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dear,  are  you  in  love  or  affianced  to  anyone  ? 
I — I — I  mean  anyone  other  than  Major  Grey  ?" 

"Unhesitatingly  I  can  avow  that  I  am  not 
affianced  to  Major  Grey  or  any  other  man," 
said  Nora,   cresting  her  head. 

"  But  you  love  Major  Grey  ? " 

'•'Yes,  as  a  brother,"  responded  Nora, 
flamiuo;  crimson. 

"  And  someone  else  a  little  more  —  is  it 
not  so  ?  "  asked  Constance. 

"On  my  honour,  none  so  well,"  responded 
Nora,  "  but — but  believing  you  to  be  his 
fiancee,  I  have  scrupulously  avoided  the 
slightest  intercourse  with  him,  other  than 
the  usual  conventionalities  that  society  and 
my  father's  guest  demanded  ;  also  the  pain- 
ful circumstances  connected  with  my  bereave- 
ment, which  brought  Major  Grey  under  our 
roof.  Now,  dear  Constance,  you  have  the 
whole  history,  chapter  and  verse  ;  in  return, 
do  give  me  an  insight  into  your  antecedents 
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in  connection  with  Major  Grey, — that  is,  if  I 
am  not  asking  too  much  ? " 

*'  It  would  be  a  pleasure  for  me  to  accord 
you  anything  within  my  power,"  responded 
Constance  ;  ''  to  tell  you  the  truth,  love,  I  have 
been  associated  from  time  to  time  with  so 
many  majors,  captains,  lieutenants,  non-com- 
missioned officers,  and  men  of  various  grades, 
which  my  calling  in  the  Eed -Cross  service 
brought  me  into  contact  with  in  hospital 
and  otherwise,  that  I  hardly  attach  any  im- 
portance to  them  ;  but  somehow,  this  man's 
exploits,  his  popularity  in  the  army,  his  de- 
votion to  your  poor  husband,  the  unusual 
circumstance  of  his  being  left  (in  an  ap- 
parently dying  state)  in  the  Kussian  farm- 
house, all  had  a  charm  for  me.  I,  therefore, 
after  having  obtained  permission,  hastened  to 
the  homestead,  in  the  hope  of  rendering  Major 
(then  Captain)  Grey  a  service.  I  met  his 
almost  lifeless  form  on  the  steps,  and  I  said 


The  Grotto.  91 


within  myself,  '  Brave  fellow  !  I  will  see  you 
through  it,'  and  I  kept  to  my  resolution  under 
the  most  trying  circumstances.  Often,  in  the 
middle  of  many  long  dreary  nights  of  anxious 
watching,  I  thought  his  spirit  had  passed 
away,  and  the  last  offices  were  left  to  me 
to  perform  ;  but  like  the  flickering  of  my 
dismal  lamp,  which  occasionally  made  spas- 
modic efforts  to  resuscitate  itself,  so  the  soul 
of  that  man  clung  to  its  bulky  tenement,  and, 
with  God's  blessing,  triumphed  over  death." 

At  this  point  Nora  sighed  heavily,  and 
squeezed  Constance's  hand  affectionately. 

''  And,"  continued  Miss  Templar,  "  somehow 
or  other,  but  really  I  know  not  j)recisely  how^ 
or  why,  I  loved  that  man  ! " 

Nora  again  pressed  Constance's  hand,  and 
gently  kissed  her,  saying  warmly, — 

"  And  you  love  him  still, —  do  say  you 
love  him  ? " 

"  Ah  !  my  child,"  went  on  Constance,   "  do 
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not  be  imjDulsive,  or  tremble  so,  when  all  is 
told,  and  the  veil  that  now  obscures,  as  it 
were,  the  remainder  of  Diy  narrative  is  lifted. 
You  will  see  clearly  through  a  bright  horo- 
scope, and  will  doubtless  go  to  your  pillow 
to-night  a  happy  woman." 

Nora  strangled  a  sob  in  her  throat,  as  she 
ventured, — 

"  And  you  loved  him  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  loved  him  !  His  gentleness,  help- 
lessness, resignation,  unostentation,  and  un- 
emotional manner  taus^ht  me  to  think  him 
different  to  any  other  man  I  had  ever  met ; 
to  me  he  appeared  more  like  a  massive  over- 
grown schoolboy,  without  one  particle  of  sen- 
timentality in  his  composition, — simple  and 
unobtrusive,  real  as  real  could  be  !  " 

"  And  you  loved  Major  Grey  ? "  again  said 
Nora,  in  a  tremulous  voice. 

"  Yes,  at  one  time  I  loved  him,  and — " 

"  He  loved  you  ? "  faltered  our  heroine. 
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''  I  did  not  say  so,  dear,"  replied  Constance. 
"  I  found  that  I  had  been  brought  (under 
most  exceptional  circumstances)  into  com- 
munion with  a  loyal  upright  soul,  and  that 
he  was  inwardly  struggling  with  emotion, 
the  outcome  of  your  lamented  husband's 
deathbed  scene,  in  connection  with — -" 

A  pause, — and  Constance  looked  up  into 
the  star-lit  sky. 

"  In  connection  with  what  ?  "  urcred  Nora. 

''  In  connection  with  you,  dear  one— yes — 
you  !  Oh  !  Nora,  you  little  know  how  fondly 
he  treasured  up  your  picture ;  often  during 
his  long  sleejjless  nights  (unobserved,  as  he 
thought)  he  drew  forth  your  portrait  and 
pressed  it  to  his  lips.  It  was  then  '  a  change 
came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream  ; '  my  love 
altered  when  I  found  the  exact  key  to  the 
sequel,  and  I  sought  my  own  room,  and  knelt 
down  and  shed  tears ;  they  were  not  tears  of 
anguish,    neither   were   they    tears    of   disap- 
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pointed  love,  for  not  a  semblance  of  such 
had  been  reciprocated  ;  they  were  rather  the 
overflow  of  a  foolish  heart,  that  had  become 
intoxicated,  unaccountably  charged,  with  a 
deeply-seated  aff'ection  for  that  massive,  un- 
emotional man.  Somehow,  after  this,  I  came 
to  love  the  dear  fellow  more  and  more  ;  but 
it  was  a  different  kind  of  love  ;  it  had  not  a 
particle  of  the  thrilling  enthusiasm  which  once 
filled  my  soul  wdth  ecstasy — no  similitude 
whatever.  I  loved  him  for  your  dear  sake, 
Nora, — yes,  for  you ;  from  that  moment  I 
surrendered  all — all — all — " 

And  here  Constance  paused,  evidently  over- 
come with  emotion,  and  a  solitary  tear  trickled 
down  her  face. 

"  Noble,  unselfish  girl,"  responded  Nora, 
pathetically,  "the  mystery  is  solved,  I  have 
listened  with  intense  interest  to  your  nar- 
rative, so  fall  of  the  kindliest  feelings,  and 
charged  with   the   purest  motives ;    but  it  is 
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now  my  time  to  speak.  So  far  as  I  am 
concerned,  my  sweet  Constance,  dismiss  all 
imaginary  thoughts  in  connection  with  Major 
Grey  from  your  mind.  I  feel  that  God  has 
reserved  for  you  the  love  of  that  man  whose 
step  we  still  hear  on  the  terrace.  No  word 
from  me,  or  aught  from  him,  has  brought 
our  hearts  in  union  with  each  other ;  the 
ray  of  sunshine  that  promiscuously  entered 
here  "  (pointing  to  her  breast),  ''and  cheered 
me  in  hours  of  sorrow,  can — must — and  will 
escape,  as  it  came,  without  leaving  dark 
shadows  behind,  and — " 

"  Nora,"  said  Constance,  "  I  know  where 
you  are  drifting  ;  a  little  more,  and  you  may 
provoke  my  profound  love  to  hatred, — yes, 
hate  the  very  girl  I  am  now  so  appallingly 
fond  of  Listen  :  I  bathed  that  man's 
wounds.  Night  and  day  I  applied  the 
healing  balm  with  fervent  prayers  to  Heaven 
that  he  might  be  spared  ;    yes,   spared  to  be 
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yours.  When  the  consuming  fever  ran  high, 
I  moistened  the  tongue  that  cried  aloud  for 
'  Nora '  in  his  delirium.  The  death-bed 
scene  of  you  husband  was  enacted  again 
and  again ;  the  Bible,  book-marker,  the 
locket.  And  you — yes,  you  included  in  a 
dying  legacy  to  that  man  I  was  nursing  ; 
and  when  morning  came,  and  the  burning 
brow  orrew  cool,  a  tremblino  hand  soug-ht 
the  little  locket  again.  Oh,  how  T  loved 
him  for  it  all ; — ^and,  behold,  one  of  the  best 
fellows  that  ever  drew  the  breath  of  life  is 
by  your  side  !  he  is  yours — yes,  yours  for 
ever  1  and  may  God  in  His  infinite  mercy, 
watch  over  you  both,  and  evil  be  to  him 
who  separates  that  love  ! " 

''Dear  Constance,  I  am  absolutely  amazed 
and  bewildered  by  what  you  have  imparted ; 
so  much  so,  that  I  cannot  find  words  to  give 
force  to  my  thoughts.  For  pity's  sake  let  us  go 
to  the  Castle.    I — I — I  cannot  bear  any  more." 
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Constance  threw  her  arms  round  Nora's 
neck,  and  whispered, — 

"Answer  me  one  little  question,  for  you 
know  I  love  you." 

"  I  know  you  love  me,"  responded  Nora, 
"  for  actions  speak  louder  than  words." 

"  Only  one  little  question,"  said  Constance. 

Nora  again  looked  into  the  starlit  sky, 
where  the  great  golden  moon  w^as  shedding 
her  bright  beams  on  the  lovable  girls,  and 
our  heroine,  with  a  countenance  radiant  with 
fond  attachment,  gazed  into  Constance's  eyes 
inquiringly. 

"  Do  you  love  that  great  tall  man  ?  "  asked 
Constance,  in  a  subdued  voice. 

No  reply,  and  a  long  pause. 

"  For  the  second  time,  do  you  love  that 
great  tall  man  ?  " 

A  sob. 

All  was  still  save  the  rustling  leaves  over- 
head with  a  whispering  sound. 
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"  For  the  third  and  last  time,  do  yon  love 
that  great  tall  man  ? "  asked  Constance,  in 
pleading  tones. 

And  Nora  buried  her  head  in  the  bosom  of 
the  brunette,  and  beneath  the  great  wealth  of 
black  hair  that  promiscuously  fell  over  that 
sweet  flushed  face  came  forth  the  audible 
words, — 

'*  God  knows  that  I  love  him  ! " 

And  the  wind  whistled  in  many  monotones 
through  the  tree  tops. 


CHAPTER    XXY. 


"TO  BE  OH  NOT  TO  BE?" 

It   was   in    the    month    of  May.      The    grey 
morning  was  beginning  to   glimmer  when   I 
opened  my  eyes  and  remembered  that  I  had 
to  drive  over  to  the   Abbey  and  escort  Mrs 
Snowdon  home.     Our  heroine  has  been  spend- 
ing a  few  days  with  her  late  governess  and 
companion,    the   Honourable   Mrs  Mackenzie. 
Agreeably   with    Mr    Townsend's    request,    I 
most    gladly    accepted    the    honour    accorded 
to  me,  which,  by-the-bye,   was   a  suggestion 
of  Miss  Templar's,   to  whom   I  am  indebted 
for  that  pleasure.     Cuthbert  is  on  the  moor- 
lands fishing,    and,    I    hear,    hlase   and    very 
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grumpy ;  Gertrude  is  nursing  her  mother,, 
who  of  late  has  been  (according  to  report) 
considerably  hypped ;  her  medical  adviser  is 
sorely  puzzled  as  to  the  nature  of  her 
complaint,  declaring  that  he  never  in  the 
whole  course  of  his  professional  experience 
met  with  such  trying  and  unsatisfactory 
symptoms ;  her  tongue,  pulse  and  respira- 
tioij  maintained  their  natural  condition  ;  in- 
deed, there  was  nothing  to  indicate  anything 
abnormal  ;  notwithstanding,  Mrs  Townsend 
looked  ill,  worn  and  anxious,  and  often  the 
doctor  within  himself  said,  "Alas!  who  can 
administer  to  a  mind  diseased." 

Gertrude,  usually  the  prototype  of  joy,  ha& 
lost  some  of  her  brilliant  childish  enthusiasm 
through  constant  and  close  attention  upon 
her  mother,  wdio  cannot  bear  her  out  of  her 
sight. 

As  I  opened  my  casement  window,  and 
admitted    the     invigorating     breath    of    the 
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morning  air,  and  gazed  on  the  picturesque 
scene  which  had  so  often  filled  my  heart 
with  gladness,  my  thoughts  wandered  to 
the  first  story  in  the  w^estern  tower,  the 
room  usually  occupied  by  Mrs  Snowdon, 
and  the  monosyllables  *'  To  be  or  not  to  be  ?  " 
silently  fell  from  my  lips. 

The  swelling  green  hills  in  the  distance, 
all  bathed  in  early  peaceful  sunshine  ;  the 
glittering  dew^Irops,  still  decorating  the  un- 
folded leaves  ;  the  placid  lake,  on  wdiich  is 
reflected  the  extended  branches  of  the  oak  ; 
the  graceful  drooping  boughs  of  the  wdllow, 
calm  as  an  infant's  sleep  ;  the  trill  of  the 
blackbird,  and  other  feathered  songsters, 
singing  ever  so  sw^eetly  ;  the  balmy  breath  of 
May  ;  the  fragrant  air  ;  all  nature  awakening 
from  night's  refreshing  slumber  ;  leaves  un- 
folding, and  petals  kissing,  as  it  w^ere,  the 
new-born  day, — all  have  charms  for  the  lover 
of   God's    work,    beyond    the    power    of    the 
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writer's    pen    to     describe.       Yes  ;     glorious- 
realities  those  ! 

"  So  you  are  really  going  to  give  vc^  your 
day's  fishing,  Major  Grey,"  said  Gertrude,  a 
few  hours  later  at  the  breakfast-table,  where 
sat  Mr  Townsend,  Constance  and  myself. 

"  Even  so,"  I  replied  ;  ''  simply  because  I 
have  more  agreeable  pastime  in  store  for  me." 

''  Ahem  !  "  responded  Gertrude,  looking 
askance  at  Constance  ;  "  tickling  trout  one 
day,  and  casting  your  minnows  —  ahem !. 
Eeally,  I  don't  quite  know  what  I  was  going 
to  say." 

"  Gertrude,"  said  her  father,  with  some 
austerity,  and  who  was  hammering  away  at 
his  egg-shell,  *'  less  frivolity,  Miss,  if  you 
please  ;  it  is  not  becoming,  and  you  are  old 
enough  not  to  indulge  in  such  childish  re- 
marks." 

"  Well,    dear     pater,"     replied     Gertrude,. 
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slightly  pinking,  for  she  felt  taken  clown  a 
peg,  "  you  know  you  always  call  me  your 
'  little  old  woman,'  and  you  frequently  assert 
that  I  am  far  beyond  my  years." 

"  Jocosely,  dear,  I  have,"  responded  Mr 
Townsend ;  "  but  you  have  now  arrived  at 
years  of  discretion." 

"  Discretion  !  yes,  discretion  is  the  better 
part  of  valour.  How  many  times  have  I  writ- 
ten that  sentence  in  my  copy-book,"  said  G-ert- 
rude,  with  an  irrepressible  sigh,  at  the  same 
time  spreading  her  buttered  toast  with  anchovy. 

I  thought  Mr  Townsend  was  unusually  quiet 
this  morning.  His  letters,  piled  by  the  side 
of  his  plate,  were  opened  one  by  one  at 
intervals  ;  served  up  and  digested,  so  to 
speak,  between  the  different  courses  that  the 
breakfast-table  furnished. 

"  What  is  your  programme  for  to-day,  Miss 
Templar  ?  "  I  ventured. 

"  Cannot  quite   say,"  responded  Constance. 
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''  My  little  friend  here  and  I  will  doubtless 
knock  off  something  to  our  advantage  ;  time 
never  has,  or  ever  will,  hang  heavily  at 
Carthewin  Castle — acres  of  unbounded  pleas- 
ure out  of  doors,  and  lasting  pleasures  are  to 
be  found  in  the  ample  library." 

"  Also  in  the  sick  chamber,"  cut  in  Gertrude. 

"  What  on  earth  Dr  Gregory  is  pilling, 
draughting,  lotioning,  blistering,  leeching,  and 
poulticing  my  dearest  mother  for,  I  cannot 
conceive.  How  I  hate  your  strange  doctors. 
Mamma  had  better  stick  to  our  own  dear  old 
medical  attendant  ;  but  the  fact  is,  she  won't 
have  him,  and  poor  Dr  Riley  is  '  out  in  the 
cold.'  " 

Mr  Townsend  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  but 
spoke  not. 

''Fie!  Gerty,"  said  Constance;  "if  you 
call  in  a  medical  man,  my  love,  you  must  act 
up  to  his  instructions,  don't  you  know,  or 
abide  by  the  consequences." 
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"  To  tell  you  the  truth,"  said  Gertrude, 
''  I  most  strictly  act  up  to  instructions.  Dr 
Gregory  puts  in  an  appearance  generally 
about  lunch  time,  pats  me  familiarly  on  the 
shoulder,  and  lugs  me  with  him  upstairs, 
says, — '  There  never  was  such  a  paragon  of  a 
nurse  ; '  calls  me  his  '  dear,'  and  winds  up 
with — '  You  administered  the  medicine  re- 
gularly ? ' 

"  '  To  the  tick  of  the  clock,'  I  replied. 
"  '  You  shook  the  bottle  ? ' 
"'Thoroughly,'  I  said. 
'' '  Did  it  soothe  her  ? ' 
"- '  Wonderfully,'  I  ventured. 
"  '  Any  starting  in  her  sleejD  ? ' 
"  '  On  no  occasion,  doctor,  except  when  you 
come  in.' 

"'Ahem!  you  don't  say  so?'  was  the  re- 
joinder ;  and  then  he  drags  out  his  exorbi- 
tant gold  rej)eater,  and  consults  mamma's 
pulse,  etc.,  etc. 
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"  This  sort  of  thing,  dear  Constance,  is 
going  on  day  after  day,  without  any  appre- 
ciable change  in  dear  mother's  health  ;  and 
she  does  say  —  oh  !  such  strange  things, 
and—" 

*'  Why  not,"  I  interrupted,  anxious  to 
change  the  conversation,  **one  of  you  youug 
ladies  drive  over  to  the  Abbey  with  me  in  the 
mail-phaeton,  as  Mr  Townsend  wishes  me  to 
fetch  Mrs  SnowdoD  ?  " 

"  Only  if  it  meet  your  pleasure.  Major 
Grey,"  said  my  host,  bobbing  his  head 
above  the  London  Times,  the  money  article 
of  which  he  was  eagerly  devouring  ;  never- 
theless, he  was  alive  to  all  our  conversation. 

''I  know  of  no  pleasure  so  great,  sir," 
I  replied.  Good  Lord  !  how  the  rubicund 
flashed  over  mxy  neck  and  face,  and,  my 
conscience  !  what  a  rate  Constance  sipped 
her  hot  coff'ee  ;  and  I  swear  that  provoking 
little  teaze  Gerty  sprawled  out  her  foot  and 
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touched  Miss  Templar  significantly  under 
the  table.  Then  followed  a  suggestive 
little  cough.  I  could  read  it  all  like  a 
book. 

"  Why  one  of  us  don't  go  with  you  to 
the  Abbey,  Major  Grey  ? "  said  Constance  ; 
"  because  our  hands  are  just  now^  pretty 
full.  My  little  friend  here  has  to  manipul- 
ate the  mixtures  in  the  sick-room,  as  she 
told  you ;  and  1  have  to  prepare  a 
long  -  promised  report  for  headquarters  in 
connection  with  Eed-Cross  work ;  besides 
which,"  she  replied  archly,  "two  will  be 
company,  three  none  ;  and,  on  the  return 
journey,  one  of  the  trio  would  have  to 
occupy  the  hind  seat  of  the  mail-phaeton, 
and  keep  company  with  that  faultless  little 
coachman — warranted  fresh  from  the  tailors, 
in  loud  attire — and  whose  politeness  always 
provokes  a  laugh  with  me :  truly  he  is 
an  original  little  oddity." 
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"  Don't  you  say  one  word,  Miss  Constance, 
against  ^  Handy,'  as  I  have  dubbed  him," 
cut  in  Mr  Townsend,  looking  over  his 
gold  pince-nez.  "  He  is.  without  exception, 
the  most  tip -top  fellow  I  ever  had  —  and 
careful." 

"  One  likes  to  praise  the  bridge  that 
carries  one  over  Mr  Townsend,"  said 
Constance  smilingly.  "One  more  cup  of 
coffee,  sir  ?  " 

''  Thanks "  (handing  his  cup  to  the  lady). 
"  No  sugar,  please,"  and  the  money  article 
was  again  consulted. 

Breakfast  over,  and  the  usual  family  pray- 
ers disposed  of,  I  strolled  into  the  perfumed 
garden  with  Constance  Templar  ;  and  we  sat 
by  the  gorgeous  fountain,  which  was  in- 
cessantly playing,  and  throwing  its  myriads 
of  glittering  particles  into  the  silent  air, 
falling  gracefully  into  the  huge  basin  beneath, 
where    the   sfold    and    silver   fish    darted    in 
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all    directions,    and    playfully    sported    with 
each  other,  regardless  of  our  presence. 

It  was  always  a  source  of  infinite  delight 
to  me  to  find  myself  side  by  side  with  the 
brunette  havino;  a  tete-d-tete.  Lono;  travel  and 
varied  experience  had  placed  her  in  posses- 
sion of  the  ways  of  the  world,  its  pleasures 
and  allurements.  Her  moral  and  intellectual 
nature  shone  brightly  on  all  around  her ;  a 
brilliant  beauty  too,  a  good  linguist,  full  of 
energy,  charitable  in  every  sense  of  the  word  ; 
in  fine,  a  most  superior  and  graceful  woman. 
Often,  during  many  long  interesting  chats  I 
had  with  the  Eed-Cross  nurse  over  early  as- 
sociations in  connection  with  those  with  whom 
we  formerly  moved,  I  have  "  felt  just  here — 
but  I  cannot  tell  how  !  "  This  pure,  high- 
minded,  generous  w^oman,  adorned  with  so 
much  gracefulness,  frightened  many  good 
fellow^s,  shyness  preventing  them  from  stretch- 
ing forth  a  hand  and  plucking  the  blooming 
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rose.  As  for  this  deponent,  the  lily  of  the 
vale  !  the  cherub  of  tlie  spring  !  was  upper- 
most in  my  thoughts. 

As  "George"  and  "Dragon"  dashed  up  to 
the  east  gate  of  the  Castle,  en  route  for  the 
Abbey,  Constance  threw  her  black  eyes  upon 
me,  saying  archly, — 

"  Farewell,  Major  Grey  ;  take  care  of  her." 

"Who?"  I  inquired. 

"'  Dear  Nora,  the  girl  of  all  girls,  the  truest 
and  most  beloved  of  my  companions  !  " 

''They  are  legion,"  I  responded. 

"Nay,  not  so;  T  have  but  few  associates 
worthy  the  name  of  friend." 

I  took  her  hand  in  mine  and  raised  it  to 
my  lips,  saying, — 

"  I  hope,  dear  Miss  Templar.  I  may  have 
the  honour  of  writing  myself  down  as  one 
of  your  steadfast  friends  ;  I  owe  you  debts 
of  gratitude  which  I  shall  never  be  able  to 
adequately  repay, — debts  far  beyond  my  reach 
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to  discharge, — but  if  a  loyal,  upright,  and 
honest  heart  can,  in  the  balance,  avail  any- 
thing towards  the  obligation  I  owe  to  your 
favour,  I  will  strenuously  endeavour  to  keep 
in  the  direct  path  that  will  lead  to  a  con- 
tinuation of  your  esteem,  to  forfeit  which, 
would  be  a  calamity  indeed  !  Adieu,  dear  sister 
of  the  Red  Cross.  I  trust  we  may  meet  again 
ere  the  sun  goes  down  in  yon  w^estern  sky  ; 
my  mind  is  made  up — long  since  made  up — 
this  day,  yes,  this  day,  I  shall  return  either  a 
supremely  happy  man,  or  one  of  the  most 
wretched  fellows  the  moon  ever  shone  upon." 

"  Ah  ! "  exclaimed  Constance,  ''  has  the 
climax  at  last  arrived  ?  Are  you  really  in 
earnest  ?  Have  courage,  my  brave  hero  of 
Slaughter  Hill.  Know  that  '  faint  heart 
never  w^on  fair  lady  ! '  Begone  !  may  God 
direct  you  aright.  The  calm  blue  heavens 
are  unflecked  by  a  single  cloud,  it  is  a  good 
omen,  and — and — " 
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At  this  point  Constance  entirely  broke 
down ;  she  abruptly  turned  from  nie,  and 
crossing  the  rustic  bridge  into  the  lower 
plantation,  sought  a  secluded  part  of  the 
copse,  where,  burying  her  face  in  her  hands, 
she  sobbed  aloud. 

The  murmur  of  the  runninor  stream  could 
be  faintly  heard  mingled  with  the  sobs  of 
the  brunette  ;  then  she  drew  a  long  breath 
■ — a  breath  of  relief,  that  most  frequently  re- 
lieves the  heart  of  the  troubles  wdth  which 
it  is  charged  ;  she  crested  her  head,  as  if 
ashamed  of  her  weakness ;  the  reaction  came 
swift  and  sure,  her  dark  eyes  flashed,  she 
was  self-possessed  as  she  exclaimed, — 

"Foolish,  foolish  woman  that  I  am!  God 
knows  how  I  loved  that — " 

Here  the  sentence  was  abruptly  and  pain- 
fully brought  to  a  close,  for  Constance  Templar 
was  completely  enveloped  in  a  horse-cloth, 
which  was  suddenly  thrown  over  her  head  by 


To  be  or  not  to  be  ? 


two  stalwart  ruffians  who  were  concealed  in  the 
brushwood  of  the  cover.  Nothing  but  a  stifled 
scream  could  be  heard  ;  then  a  deep  moan,  ac- 
companied by  violent  plunges  of  the  terror- 
stricken  girl,  wdio  was  now  in  the  |)owerful 
clutches  of  two  determined  dare-devil  fellows. 
And  lifting  her  up  in  their  ponderous  arms 
like  a  child,  they  conveyed  her  with  all  speed 
through  the  trackless  part  of  the  cover,  knee- 
deep  in  brambles.  Onward  they  pressed ;  at 
the  extreme  end  of  the  plantation,  known  as 
Giant's  Wood,  they  came  to  one  of  the  old 
*' pack-horse "  lanes;  through  this  the  Eed- 
Cross  nurse  was  borne  on  the  shoulders  of 
the  ruthless  robbers,  nearly  suffocated  and 
trembling  with  fright.  At  the  termination 
of  the  lane,  tnere  w^as  a  light  spring-cart 
awaiting  them  —  the  horse  was  tied  to  a 
tree.  Into  this  conveyance,  on  a  bed  of 
grass,  Constance  was  laid,  and  over  her  w^as 
lightly  placed  a  covering  of  small  boughs  of 
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trees  as  a  subterfuge.  Not  one  word  escaped 
from  the  ruffians'  lips  during  their  diabolical 
work  ;  all  was  done  by  signs.  The  two  black 
masks,  fit  emblems  of  the  devil's  work,  were 
now  removed  from  their  faces  ;  a  smart  crack 
of  the  whip  followed ;  the  well-bred  mare 
leapt  to  her  collar,  and,  at  a  terrific  pace, 
poor  Constance  was  whirled  from  lane  to 
lane,  from  road  to  road,  over  many  hills 
and  through  dark  valleys,  until  finally,  when 
the  sun  was  sinking  westward  and  the  even- 
ing shadows  fell,  a  grim  and  rugged  ruin 
could  be  seen  in  the  distance ;  then  they 
crossed  the  spur  of  Crowsfoot  Hill,  passed 
over  the  lower  moorlands,  and  took  to  the 
chain  of  mountains  known  as  the  ^'  Eobbers* 
Eefuge,"  where  for  the  present  the  outcome 
of  the  dark  'deed  of  Black  Friday  must  be 
left  untold. 

"  George  "    and    "  Dragon  "   were  restlessly 
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stamping  away  the  gravel  at  the  porch  of  the 
east  entrance  of  the  Castle ;  the  horses  looked 
the  pink  of  perfection,  and  the  harness,  blazing 
with  heraldic  bearino;s,  oiittered  in  the  sun. 

"  You  will  have  a  charming  drive,  Major," 
said  old  Leonard,  who  was  brushing  my  hat  in 
the  hall.     "  Prettiest  country  in  Europe,  sir/' 

**  Grand  !  "  I  replied. 

"  I  placed  Mrs  Snowdon's  fur  cloak  in  the 
•carriage,  sir  ;  maybe  she  will  find  the  evening 
chilly  when  the  sun  goes  down,  and  she  will 
require  something  next  her  heart  to  keep  it 
warm,"  continued  Leonard,  with  a  smile  on 
his  countenance. 

**  Very  thoughtful  of  you,"  I  replied. 

"  No  mother,  sir  !  no  mother.  Lord  love 
her  dear  heart ;  I  am  obliged  to  watch  her 
like  a  cat  w^ould  a  mouse — ever'  so  wet,  never 
think  of  changing  her  boots." 

*'  Eight  you  are,  Leonard ;  and  a  good 
fellow,  too,"  I  said. 
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"  She  was  brought  up,  sir,  as  I  told  you  once 
before,  under  my  very  nose,  Major.  I  can 
remember  the  time  that,  for  hours  together,  I 
used  to  rock  her  cradle  when  nothing  else  to 
do.  The  old  nurse  very  often  used  to  say, 
'Drat  the  baby  !  take  her,  Leonard,  it  is  only 
you  as  can  stop  her  little  mouth.'  Sure 
enough,  the  child  used  to  holler  fine  I  and  the 
very  instant  she  was  landed  in  my  arms  she 
was  as  right  as  the  '  mail.'  Can  you  or  any 
one  else,  sir,  wonder  at  my  loving  her?  I 
shall  be  glad,  Major,  when  you  bring  her 
home.  I  don't  know  this  place  when  she  is 
away,  'tis  that  dismal ;  and  as  for  Miss  Ger- 
trude, her  hands  are  pretty  full,  I  can  tell 
you,  with  her  mother.  Good  heavens  !  how 
missus  do  carry  on,  to  be  sure  !  " 

"  I  hope  you  all  think  she  is  improving, 
Leonard." 

''  Liiproving,  Major  !  Lord  bless  you,  her  im- 
provement will  be  the  other  side  of  the  grave." 
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"  Well,  my  good  man,"  I  added,  "  it  is  to 
be  hoped  that  we  shall  all  improve  our  con- 
dition there,  and  we  may  take  it  for  granted 
that  such  will  be  the  case,  provided  we  strive 
to  do  what  is  strictly  right  this  side  of  the 
oTave." 

"  Ah  !  that's  the  rub,"  replied  Leonard, 
scratching  his  head.  "  Every  tub,  sir,  must 
stand  on  it's  own  bottom ;  some  got  no 
bottom  to  stand  on,  and  will  be  all  askew 
later  on,  if  they  don't  watch  it ;  some  tubs 
are  water-tight,  and  some  leaky." 

''Can  you  form  any  idea,  Leonard,  of  the 
physical  condition  of  Mrs  Townsend  ?  " 

"  As  to  the  physicking  part,  sir,  if  that's 
what  you  mean,  there's  plenty  of  that  knock- 
in  12;  about ;  zounds !  there  has  been  enough 
physic  sent  over  from  the  doctor's  the  last 
month  to  last  a  lifetime  ;  as  for  me,  I  never 
didn't  take  any  medicine,  and  what's  more,  I 
don't  intend  to." 
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"  I  did  not  refer  to  medicine,"  I  replied^ 
*'  but  more  particularly  as  to  the  nature  of 
Mrs  Townsend's  complaint." 

"  Complaint !  All,  yes — exactly,"  and  Leo- 
nard pulled  down  the  corners  of  his  waistcoat,, 
looked  suspiciously  around  him,  and  re]3lied  in 
an  undertone, — "Mad,  sir,  mad — mad — mad 
as  a  hatter  !  " 

"  You  cannot  be  in  earnest,  Leonard,"  seri- 
ously. 

"  Clean  off  her  head,  sir,  tile  loose,  buttons 
all  gone ;  true,  sir,  as  true  as  there  is  bread  to 
be  found  in  nine  loaves." 

"  You  do  surprise  me  !  I  am  still  of  opinion 
that  you  may  be  mistaken." 

"  I  think,  Major,  when  you  hear  a  lady 
a-talkirig  about  visiting  the  ark,  going  to  be 
married  to  old  Noah,  and  building  a  new 
house  of  gopher  wood  on  the  Carthewin 
estate,  that  looks  '  fishy '  anyhow,  and  '  very 
like  a  whale  ! '" 
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At  this  point,  Gertrude  and  Mr  Townsend, 
liearino:  a  conversation  in  the  ball,  came  out 
of  the  library.  Leonard  subsided  almost  into 
his  boots,  and  pretended  to  be  brushing  my 
coat. 

"  So  you  are  off,  Major  Grey,"  said  Miss 
Townsend. 

**  Now  prejDaring,  Mademoiselle  Gertrude," 
I  replied  ;   *'  horses  are  getting  fidgety." 

"  I  vote  that  dear  pater  goes  with  you,  but 
he  won't  hear  of  it,  because  mamma  is  but  so 
so,  this  morning." 

"No,  Grey,  I  cannot  leave  home,"  said  Mr 
Townsend.  "  Make  haste  back,  my  boy,  and 
if  you  drive  those  brutes,  hold  on,  mind  ;  they 
pull  like  distraction  for  the  first  few  miles, 
after  that,  they  will  settle  down  to  their  work." 

"  I  shall  be  watchful,  sir,  and,  God  willing,  I 
hope  to  bring  your  good  daughter  safely  home." 

"  Mind,  Grey,  I  shall  expect  you  back  long  be- 
fore it  is  dark.     On  your  return,  cast  your  eye  to 
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the  serpentine  river,  by  Cherry  Orchard  farm. 
Nora  knows  the  spot.  I  may  be  fishing  there, 
and  you  can  give  me  a  lift ;  but  all  will  depend 
upon  my  wife's  health  to-day." 

Gertrude,  as  was  sometimes  her  custom, 
put  a  flower  in  my  button-hole ;  I  lit  my 
havannah,  bid  my  host  and  his  fair  daughter 
good-morning,  gathered  up  the  reins  of  the 
liiah-mettled  four-years-old,  gently  passed 
the  end  of  the  whip-cord  over  their  faultless 
loins,  and  we  started  down  the  main  drive 
through  the  park.  The  last  words  I  heard 
Mr  Town  send  say  were,  "  Good-bye,  my  dear 
boy."  Those  words  echoed,  as  it  were,  in  my 
ears  the  whole  of  the  journey ;  seemingly,  I 
had  never  heard  anything  so  refreshing  ;  it 
was  a  healing  balm  to  many  perplexities  that 
were,  just  then,  agitating  my  mind  ;  and,  as  I 
blew  cloud  after  cloud  of  smoke  from  my 
frag^rant  weed,  there  came  with  them  a  mur- 
muring  of  "  To  be  or  not  to  be  ? " 
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I  contrived,  in  my  impetuosity,  to  drive 
over  some  marauding  geese  that  were  gobbling 
on  the  green  in  front  of  one  of  the  farm- 
houses on  the  estate. 

"  I  knows  the  gentleman,"  said  the  pro- 
prietor, rushing  out,  "leastways,  the  horses, 
and  be  darned  if  I  don't  stop  the  cost  of  that 
little  lot  out  midsummer's  rent !  " 

I  bowled  along  up-hill,  down,  and  on  the 
flat  at  a  "  spinning  "  pace.  "  George  "  and 
"  Dragon  "  settled  to  their  work  in  o;ood  form. 
At  the  end  of  the  first  stage  of  six  miles,  they 
show^ed  no  sig-ns  of  "  turnino;  a  hair,"  and 
still  looked  spick  and  span.  At  a  small 
public-house,  known  by  the  sign  of  the 
"  Catharine  Wheel,"  I  gave  the  horses  just 
a  wisp  of  wet  hay  and  a  mouthful  of  water, 
chatted  familiarly  with  the  licensed  victualler 
(w^hose  name'  was  Grabb,  and  who  had  an 
eruptive  countenance)  and  his  pretty  little 
wife,  black-eyed  Susan,   as  I  jocosely  dubbed 
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her,  thinking  that  she  was  his  daughter. 
"  The  smallest  drop  of  cognac,  if  you  please^ 
and  a  little  cold  water,"  I  called  for. 

"  And  maybe,  Mr  Townsend,  Esquire,  you 
will  just  tell  me  again  what  it  is  that  you  want 
me  to  put  into  the  w^ater,  or  by  the  side  of  it." 

"  Cognac,  my  dear,"  I  replied,  with  a 
pleasant  nod. 

"  And  pray,  may  I  be  so  bold  as  to  ask 
w^hat  that  is  ?  " 

"  Brandy — brandy  ;  you  know  what  brandy 
is?" 

"  Know^  it  ?  "  was  the  rejoinder,  "  of  course 
I  do.  Ask  me  if  I  know  my  own  husband. 
Lord  love  the  gentleman,  we  don't  understand 
your  high-flying  names  this  part  of  the 
country.  For  the  life  of  me,  I  could  not  tell 
whether  it  was  anything  to  eat  or  drink. 
Now,  sir,  if  you  had  asked  for  a  drop  of 
the  B.B.,  I  should  have  known  what  you 
meant." 
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''For  heaven's  sake!  my  good  girl,  dou't 
you  give  me  any  British  brandy." 

"  We  don't  call  it  by  that  name  here,  sir; 
B.B.  is  what  we  call  the  'busy  bee' — and 
you  can  see  its  handywork  on  my  husband's 
nose,  which  is  getting  more  fiery  and  fiery 
every  day." 

I  laughed  immoderately,  saying, — 

"  Susan,  or  whatever  your  name  is,  why 
did  you  call  me  Mr  Townsend  when  I 
drove  up  ? " 

"  Lor'  bless  he,  sir,  '  murder  will  out,'  as 
the  saying  is,  and  '  marriage  will  in,'  as  the 
saying  goes  :  leastways,  sooner  or  later,  and 
I  may  as  well  call  he  by  that  name  now^ 
as  by-and-by.  The  talk  is,  that  you  be  going 
to  marry  the  lord  of  the  manor's  daughter, 
and  that  you  be  going  to  take  the  name  of 
Townsend." 

"  Kubbish,  my  good  girl ;  all  moonshine, 
idle  gossip." 
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"  More's  the  pity  tlien  for  you,  General," 
said  Mrs  Grabb,  cresting  her  head,  and  placing 
her  arms  akimbo ;  ''  there  be  many  a  man 
that  would  like  to  pick  up  such  '  rubbish.'  I 
can  tell  you  ;  and,  as  to  moonshine — well.  I 
never  heard  it  called  by  that  name  before. 
It  will  be  all  honeymoonshine  with  her,  sir  ; 
yes,  honeymoonshine,  all  the  year  round." 

"  You  know  Mr  Townsend's  daughter,  then, 
Susan  ?  "  I  asked. 

''My  name  is  not  Susan,  sir,  or  anything 
like  it !  "  she  replied  snappishly. 

"  What,  then  ?  " 

"  Lucy,  sir ;  and  I  am  the  lawful  wife  of 
Obadiah  Grabb,  the  proprietor  of  the  '  Cathar- 
ine Wheel,'  with  a  full  spirit  licence,  to  be 
*  drunk  on  the  premises,'  as  you  may  see  by 
the  reflection  on  Mr  Grabb's  nose  ;  and  I've 
got  my  marriage  lines  upstairs.  That  I  can 
show  to  anybody,  and  that's  more  than 
everybody    about    the    village    can    boast    of. 
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You  asked  me  if  I  knew  Squire  Townseucl's 
daughter ;  ask  my  husband  there,  and  if  he 
tells  you  the  truth,  he  will  say  that  he 
wouldn't  have  a  rag  to  his  back,  or  I  a  hat 
and  feathers  for  Sunday,  but  for  dear  Miss 
Nora.  I  always  calls  her  miss,  you  know ; 
why,  when  them  horrid  bailiffs  were  in  the 
house  for  rent,  she  sent  me  the  money,  and 
I  started  'em  off  with  a  fly  in  their  ear. 
When  I  lost  my  poor  little  Obadiah,  Miss 
Nora  buried  what  was  left  of  him  at  her  own 
expense,  and  sent  the  beautifuUest  wreath  of 
white  flowers  to  put  on  his  coffin  you  ever 
saw.  There,  her  kindness  was  enough  to 
make  my  little  Obadiah  turn  in  his  little 
grave  ;  she's  that  good,  sir,  that  not  nobody 
knows  her  real  worth." 

A  pause. 

"  She  is  staying  at  the  Abbey  now,"  went 
on  Mrs  Grabb.  "  I  suppose,  if  the  truth  be 
known,    General,  you  be    going  to  see    her  ? 
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There,    vou    needn't    lauo;h,   or   blush    so,    us 
knows  all  about  it." 

"  Yes,  I  am  bound  for  the  Abbey,"  I  re23lied. 

"And  I  am  bound  that  you  be  bound  to 
Miss  Nora,  and  you  couldn't  be  bound  to 
anything  more  better  or  more  binding ;  and 
if  you  brings  back  dear  missey  this  way,  and 
not  over  the  Common,  mind  our  kettle  will 
be  singing  at  five  o'clock,  and  little  miss 
always  has  a  cup  o'  tea  to  refresh  her  on 
the  road.  Ah,  me !  she  looked  very  bad 
when  I  last  saw  her  ;  trouble.  General, 
trouble  ;  there,  us  knows  all  about  it.  Your 
horses  be  getting  frisky,  sir ;  maybe  some- 
body else  the  other  side  of  the  Downs  is 
troubled  with  the  same  complaint.  Excuse 
my  making  so  bold.  General,  but  I  think 
you  had  better  go  on  your  way  to  the  Abbey ; 
ah,  me  !  and  mine  is  to  the  wash-tub  !  " 

This    woman    was    about    one  of  the   most 
original    specimens    of  humanity  I    ever  met 
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with,  and  I  was  greatly  interested  and 
amused  with  her  native  eloquence,  all  the 
more  so,  perhaps,  because  the  little  gossip 
we  had  savoured  so  much  of  probable 
coming  events,  which,  using  a  homely  proverb, 
"  cast  their  shadows  before." 

I  tossed  a  coin  on  the  table  for  the 
refreshment  ;  wished  the  lady  of  the 
*  Catharine  Wheel '  good-morning,  intimat- 
ing that  I  may  see  her  again  ere  the  sun 
went  down  ;  and,  in  a  few  moments,  I  was 
"  tooling  "  my  bright  bays  with  black  points 
up  to  twelve  miles  an  hour  ! 

The  Abbey  clock  in  the  restored  part  of  the 
old  tower  struck  out  one  in  a  solemn  tone, 
just  as  I  pulled  up  "George"  and  "Dragon" 
with  some  emphasis  at  the  ancient  nail- 
studded  door  of  the  residence  of  the 
Honourable  Mrs  Mackenzie.  It  was  formerly 
the  old  rectory  house,  the  grounds  of  which 
adjoined    the    Abbey   gardens,    the   property 
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of    the  Earl    of ,   a    nobleman     beloved 

and  esteemed  by  all  around  him,  whose 
whole  life  was  one  of  great  usefulness, 
pulling  an  oar  in  every  good  work,  and 
laying  himself  out  sj)ecially  for  the  benefit 
of  others.  Those  splended  specimens  of 
well-preserved  vegetable  life  that  surround 
his  noble  demesne  were  his  delight,  and 
to  his  exertion  it  is  owing 

"  The  goodly  elms  of  noble  girth, 
That  thrice  the  human  span, 
While  on  the  variegated  course 
The  constant  seasons  ran 
Through  gale  and  hail  and  fiery  bolts 
Had  stood  erect  as  man." 

A  new  parsonage  having  been  built,  the 
Earl  presented,  many  years  since,  the  old 
rectory  house  to  his  late  chaplain's  widow 
for  her  lifetime ;  in  this  remnant  of  by- 
gone days,  now  mantled  with  ivy,  and  look- 
ing very  picturesque,  lived  Mrs  Mackenzie, 
our    heroine's    second     mother,    as    she    was 
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pleased  to  call  her,  a  lady  full  of  years, 
renowned  for  strict  piety  and  moral  excell- 
ence, and  a  great  favourite  in  the  sphere 
in  which  she  lived. 

My  heart  thumped  most  provokingly 
Avhen  the  great  bell  in  the  corridor,  that 
divided  the  house  from  the  main  entrance, 
announced  my  arrival.  The  heavy  door 
was  almost  immediately  swung  open  by  the 
butler,  and  out  rushed  "  Smut,"  a  favourite 
spaniel  of  Mrs  Snowdon's.  The  little  creature 
was  delighted  to  see  me  ;  he  was  often 
my' companion  and  guide  in  various  wander- 
ings at  Carthewin.  The  little  nobleman 
(as  I  called  him)  knew  every  inch  of 
ground  on  his  master's  estate,  and  often  when 
I  was  in  a  fix  as  to  my  whereabouts,  instinct 
told  him  of  the  dilemma,  he  would  then  wag 
his  tail  and  give  me  the  lead.  Indeed,  I 
never  knew  the  brute  at  fault — poor  "  Smut !  '^ 

many  a  happy  ramble  we  have  had  together, 
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and  many  a  jolly  meal  under  a  hedgerow, 
or  hayrick.  "  Smut's  "  bones  now  lie  beneath 
a  polished  piece  of  granite  in  Nora's  own 
mimic  garden  ;  the  highly  valued  little 
allotment  selected  in  her  childhood  for  her 
special  use.  What  memories  of  old  !  what 
sweet  songs  these  sacred  spots  sing  to  us ! 
What  sunshine,  in  after  life  !    But  I  digress. 

Mrs  Mackenzie  met  me  in  the  hall ;  I  was 
received  most  cordially.  I  found  her  a  lady 
of  commanding  presence,  with  the  whitest 
of  hair — self-possessed,  unemotional ;  slow  of 
speech,  measuring,  as  it  were,  every  word ; 
add  to  this  a  heavenly  countenance,  and 
you  have  the  portrait  of  the  Honourable 
Mrs  Mackenzie,  with  whom,  by-the-bye,  I 
had  long  since  grown  familiar,  for  Mrs 
Snowclon  never  grew  tired  of  talking  to  me 
about  her,  and  dilating  on  her  merits. 

"  You  have  had  a  nice  drive,  of  course  ?  " 
she  commenced  in  her  august  tone,  pointing 
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to  a  chair  by  her  side,  which  I  have  a  faint 
recollection  of  plumping  into  in  an  awkward 
manner. 

'*  Yes,  dear  madam,  I  have  had  a  charming 
■drive,  and  one  that  I  shall  never  forget.  The 
scenery  nearly  the  whole  of  the  way  is  simply 
magnificent ;  it  was  an  ever-changing  panorama 
of  nnri vailed  beauty." 

"  Ah,  me  !  "  sighed  Mrs  Mackenzie,  "  I  have 
driven  over  that  ground  with  my  late  beloved 
husband.  I  was  going  to  say  hundreds  of 
times ;  yes,  when  dear  Nora  was  a  tiny  child 
— indeed  before  she  was  born  ;  aprojyos,  she 
is  out  for  a  canter  on  the  downs  with  the 
coachman.  She  knows  of  your  coming  to 
fetch  her,  as  she  had  a  letter  from  her  father 
yesterday  to  that  effect,  and  promised  to  be 
back  here  at  lunch  time  ;  she  is  very  well, 
and  looking  so  bright — " 

Mrs  Mackenzie  fixed  her  eyes  upon  me  ; 
up   shot  the   rubicund  in  my  face.     My  em- 
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barrassment  I  cannot  deny,  neither  could  it 
be  mistaken ;  my  lady  perceived  it  in  a 
moment,   and  she  continued, — 

"Eeally,  Major  Grey,  it  is  very  cruel  of 
you  to  come  and  take  Nora  away  ;  you  heard 
me  call  her  just  now  my  child,  and  she  is,  so 
to  speak,  my  very  own,  my  precious  child. 
Heaven  willed  it  that  my  wedded  life  should 
not  be  blessed  with  children  ;  but  to  atone 
for  the  deprivation,  I  possess  the  unbounded 
love  and  companionship  of  that  sweet  life." 

I  bungled  out  something  about  a  most 
estimable  lady,  and  in  w^arm  terms  i^e- 
ferred  to  Mr  Townsend ;  but  the  cpick 
penetrating  eyes  of  my  hostess  were  "  all 
there,"  and  reading  my  thoughts  like  a 
book.  On  my  word  I  never  felt  at  such  a 
disadvantage ;  my  attention  was  naturally 
divided,  which  made  me  awkward  in  speech. 
I  felt,  too,  that  Mrs  Mackenzie  was  in  pos- 
session of  Nora's  secrets,  and  I  had  a  shrewd 
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suspicion  that  Mrs  Snowdon  was  purposely 
absent,  in  order  that  I  may  go  through  my 
"  facings  "  before  her  "  second  parent  !  " 

"  I  am  sorry  to  liear,  Major  Grey,  such 
unfavourable  accounts  of  poor  Mrs  Townsend. 
How  is  she  to-day  ? "  said  Mrs  Mackenzie. 

''I  regret  to  say,  still  very  unwell" 

''  Sad  affair,  sad  affair ;  one  hardly  likes  to 
speak  of  it,  except  beneath  the  breath.  I  do 
feel  so  for  the  family,"  went  on  Mrs  Mackenzie, 
in  sympathetic  tones. 

"Poor  Miss  Gertrude,"  I  added,  "is  quite 
a  recluse  owing  to  her  mother's  illness." 

"Yes,"  replied  Mrs  Mackenzie,  "she,  too, 
is  a  lovable  little  body,  very  original,  very 
enthusiastic,  full  of  energy  and  industry,  but 
the  latter  should  not  be  taxed  too  much. 
Must  have  her  over  here  for  awhile,  and — 
listen  !  I  think  I  hear  Nora's  horse, — yes, 
'tis  she, — her  very  self;  the  groom  is  run- 
ning to  meet  her." 
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"  And  with  your  permission,  madam,  I  will 
go  and  assist  her  to  alight." 

Mrs  Mackenzie  gracefully  bent  her  head, 
by  way  of  approval ;  a  few  long  strides  took 
me  to  the  entrace  gate,  and  Nora,  all  smiles, 
cantered  up  on  a  thorough-bred  black  mare. 

Her  blush,  when  she  caught  sight  of  me, 
was  a  symbol  of  modesty  and  beauty,  as  she 
promptly  reined  up  her  high-mettled  mare 
with  one  hand,  and  cordially  took  mine  in 
the  other. 

"  Allow  me,  Mrs  Snow^Ion,"  and  in  my 
anxiety,  I  rather  unceremoniously  lifted  her 
as  I  would  a  child  from  her  horse,  my  height 
enabling  me  to  achieve  this  little  (but  by 
no  means  graceful)  performance  without  dif- 
ficulty. By-the-bye,  I  may  as  well  record 
that  I  noticed  the  stable  groom,  whilst 
holding  "Black  Bess"  with  both  hands* 
give  the  coachman  a  knowing  wink,  as  much 
as  to  say,  "  I  twigged  it." 
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"How  good  of  you,  Major  Grey,  to  come 
over  and  fetch  me.  First  of  all — how  is  dear 
mamma  ?  I  heard  from  father  yesterday, 
but  he  did  not  say  much  about  her  health, 
indeed  he  is  alarmingly  reticent/' 

''Miss  Gertrude,"  I  replied,  "informed  me 
just  before  I  left  that  your  mother  was  still 
very  ill,  and  the  doctor's  opinion  was,  that 
she  must  have  change  of  scene  and  go  abroad 
at  once.  Afvopos  of  going  abroad,  I  have 
received  a  letter  from  my  colonel  announc- 
ino'  instructions  from  the  War  Office  to  hold 
myself  in  readiness  for  foreign  service." 

"You  are  not  really  in  earnest.  Major 
Grey  ? "  faltered  Nora,  gathering  around  her 
the  trailing  folds  of  her  riding-habit. 

"  I  am  positively  in  earnest,"  I  replied,  hand- 
ing her  the  official  letter,  with  a  large  margin. 

"  Don't  show  me  the  unwelcome  thino;, 
Major  Grey,  at  least,  not  now,  some  other 
time,"    said   Nora,    with    a    deep    sigh, — that 
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sigh !  "  And,"  went  on  our  heroine,  in  an 
embarrassed  manner,  *''how  is  my  Gerty, — 
also  dear  Constance,  old  Leonard,  and  all  at 
the  Castle  ? " 

"Your  sister,"  I  submitted,  ''must  be 
dragged  out  of  the  invalid's  room  at  the 
earliest  moment,  and  a  professional  nurse 
employed,  as  the  close  confinement  is  sadly 
telling  upon  her  health  ;  as  for  Miss  Templar, 
she  is  up  to  her  eyes  preparing  Reel-Cross 
reports,  and  scribbling  away  like  a  lawyer's 
clerk.  We  had  a  stroll  in  the  garden  this 
morning,  and  a  long  tete-a-tete  over  old  times." 

'^  Dear  Constance  1  "  responded  Nora,  smil- 
ing benignly ;  "  and  dear  old  Leonard,  too  ;  I 
do  love  that  man  !  " 

A  pause,  during  which  Nora  kept  playing 
with  her  riding-whip. 

''Penny  for  your  thoughts,  Mrs  Snowdon." 

"They  are  yours  at  the  sum  you  name," 
she  replied.      "  I  was  just  then  thinking  of — " 
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''  Of  what  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Of —  Hark  !  there  is  the  luiich-bell. 
Mrs  Mackenzie  cannot  bear  to  be  kept  a 
moment,"  and  Nora  skipped  over  the  velvet 
sward  as  I  never  saw  her  skip  before. 

How  picturesque  she  looked  in  her  fjiultless 
riding-habit  and  hat ;  there  was  an  inexpress- 
ible lovableness  about  her, — indeed,  her  grace 
^nd  beauty  bewildered  me  ! 

Mrs  Mackenzie  and  I  had  a  long  chat 
during  luncheon  upon  various  matters  ;  some 
of  my  people,  and  connections  of  hers,  were 
intimately  associated,  notably  the  Podmores  of 
Cumberland,  consequently  we  got  on  exceed- 
ing;lv  well  duriner  our  tete-a-tete ;  ixite.v  which, 
she  suo^o-ested  that  Nora  should  take  me  over 
the  ornamental  grounds  of  the  Abbey,  and 
give  me  a  sight  of  the  exquisite  American  gar- 
dens that  abound  with  many  choice  specimen 
trees — some  in  full  bloom,  and  richly  clad  in 
their  wealth   of  spring  foliage.     I  gladly    ac- 
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cepted  the  offer,  and  with  a  heart  beating- 
with  anxiety,  we  leisurely  strolled  through  the 
well-kept  gravel  walks  under  the  great  cedars 
of  Lebanon,  whose  flat  boughs  screened  us 
from  the  sun.  The  air  was  soft  and  languid, 
just  what  one  frequently  experiences  in  the 
balmy  months  of  May,  before  evening  spreads 
its  mellow  tints  over  the  heavens  ;  the  birds 
were  in  song, — all  was  purity  and  harmony  in 
this  enchanting  spot  ;  and  as  I  looked  down 
on  the  sweet  flushed  face  by  my  side,  and  ob- 
served the  slight  quiver  of  Nora's  coral  lips, 
I  said  within  myself, — "  What  a  miserable 
fellow  I  shall  be  should  she  refuse  me ! "  then 
Miss  Templar's  last  words  rang  out  encour- 
agingly in  my  ears, — 

"  '  Faint  heart  never  won  fair  lady.'  Fare- 
well !  may  God  direct  you  aright." 

At  every  point  of  interest  Nora  had  much 
to  communicate  respecting  the  flowers ;  the 
foreign  shrubs  ;  the  flowering  myrtles ;    trees 
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of  various  growths  and  wealth  of  foliage, — all 
of  which  she  was  most  thoroughly  up  in,  and 
dilated   upon    the  merits    of   each    with    sur- 
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"  There  has  been  a  grand  show  of  rhodo- 
dendrons, camellias,  and  azaleas,  this  year," 
said  Nora  ;  "they  grow  most  luxuriantly  out- 
of-doors  in  these  sheltered  grounds." 

"  Yes,  dear  Mrs  Snowdon.  Everything  ap- 
pears to  be  blooming  here,  exce23t  heartsease." 

And  Nora  looked  up  into  my  face  with  the 
sweetest  expression,  and  archly  said, — 

"  Heartsease  will  fructify  in  almost  any 
climate,  and  it  is  generally  the  owner's  fault 
if  he  do  not  plant  them  in  suitable  soil, 
cultivate,  and  improve  their  character  from 
year  to  year." 

Failure  No.  1,  I  thoug;ht.  How  unemotional! 
how  unefFusive  !  too  much  with  Mrs  Mac- 
kenzie. 

And  we  sat  down  together  on  the  velvet 
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sward, — on  the  moss-covered  bank  that  sloped 
to  the  edge  of  the  peaceful  lake,  on  the  surface 
of  which  rested  the  white  and  yellow  lotus, 
or  Egyptian  lilies,  springing  in  all  their  purity 
from  the  bottom  of  the  translucent  stream 
that  gave  them  birth  ;  the  half-open  buds, 
unfolding  their  leaves,  and  like  infants  waking 
from  their  sleep,  peeped  out  invitingly  be- 
tween their  broad,  flat  olive-green  leaves. 

And  we  listened  to  the  distant  mumurino-s 
of  the  brook  on  the  mountain  side,  as  it 
meandered  its  way  from  rock  to  rock  with  a 
never-ceasing  ripple  ;  and  we  conversed  freely 
on  many  subjects. 

"You  cannot  imagine,  Major  Grey,  how  I 
love  this  spot,  and  all  its  surroundings.  Ah, 
me  !  it  brings  most  vividly  to  my  recollection 
the  happy  days  of  my  childhood,  in  con- 
nection with  Mrs  Mackenzie, — the  toy-boat  on 
that  lake  ;  the  little  summer  house,  le  petit 
Belveder,  as  I  called  it  ;  even  the  frao:rance  of 
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some  of  these  flowers  strikes  a  sensitive  chord 
in  my  heart,  and  brings  forth  reminiscences 
of  old." 

"  Yes,  dear  Mrs  Snowdon,  I  can  enter  most 
fully  into  your  feelings,  for  I  often  experi- 
ence similar  impressions  whenever  I  visit  the 
Woodlands.  By-the-bye,  I  must  soon  take 
my  leave  of  you  and  your  dear  family,  and 
sojourn  awhile  at  home,  as  I  do  not  know 
when  I  may  be  summoned  to  Woolwich." 

And  Nora  fixed  her  eyes  dreamily  on  the 
lilies  in  the  lake,  but  spoke  not.  After 
throwing  several  pebbles  at  an  imaginary 
something  in  the  water,  she  said  in  the  most 
unefFusive  manner, — 

"  So  you  are  really  going  to  leave  us, 
Major  Grey  ? " 

"  There  is  no  choice  left  to  me,"  I  replied  ; 
'*  had  I  one,  I  should  have  little  difiiculty  in 
choosing." 

And  Nora  threw  a  few  more  pebbles  into 


142  A  Virgin  Widow. 

the  water,  and  watched,  in  an  abstracted 
mood,  the  little  circle  caused  by  the  splash 
spreading  wider  and  wider  until  it  faded  away. 

There  was  at  this  point  a  long  pause  ;  then, 
to  break  the  painful  silence,  I  ventured, — 

'*  Though  duty  to  my  country,  and  paternal 
duty  at  home,  bid  me  be  up  and  doing,  T 
shall  nevertheless  most  keenly  feel  the  separa- 
tion from  surroundings  and  pastimes  which 
have  been  the  most  delightful  of  my  life  ; 
but  I  must  bear  the  yoke  of  the  inevitable, 
and  feed  on  the  past.  When  far  aw^ay  in 
distant  lands  (another  splash  in  the  water), 
I  shall  look  back  with  joy  and  satisfaction  on 
the  happy  days  I  have  spent  at  Carthewin 
Castle  —  the  unbounded  kindness,  and  un- 
looked-for reception  that  I  have  met  w^ith 
from  Mr  and  Mrs  Townsend  and  their  grace- 
ful daughters,  which  will  always  be  a  source 
of  infinite  pleasure  to  me." 

In   went    the    stones    again,    but    no    lips 


"  To  be  or  not  to  be  ?  "  143 

moved ;  not  a  sound  was  heard  save  the 
ripple  of  the  brook,  and  the  little  song-bird 
perched  on  a  branch  over  our  head.  Egad  ! 
I  was  alive  to  the  fact  that  my  speech  was 
faltering.  The  climax,  however,  had  at  last 
arrived,  for  Nora  said,  in  a  voice  more  nerv- 
ous than  my  own,  at  the  same  time  making 
a  move  to  depart, — 

"  We  must  be  going.  Major  Grey,  we  have 
already  stayed  too  long  ;  we  have  many 
miles  to  drive,  and  my  father  will  be  anxious." 

"The  minutes  I  shall  detain  you,  dear  Mrs 
Snowdon,  will  be  few,  but  the  result,  to  me, 
may  be  important." 

"  Eeally,  Major  Grey,  I—" 

"  There  is  just  one  small  favour,"  I  in- 
terrupted, "  I  must  ask  you  to  accord ;  it 
is  of  very  little  importance  to  you,  though 
much  to  me." 

Mrs  Snowdon  breathed  more  freely,  though, 
with  some  embarrassment,  she  replied, — 
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"  Yes — oh — yes — certainly  —  anything  in 
reason,  clear  Major  Grey  ;  but,  seriously,  we 
must  be  leaving.  Hark  !  the  Abbey  bell  is 
strikino-  four." 

"One  only,  one  little  favour,  Mrs — " 

(Snowdon  stuck  in  my  throat). 

"  I  have  already  spoken,"  faltered  our 
heroine,  and  the  blood  left  her  cheek  as  she 
bent  her  head  in  anticipation  of  what  I  had 
to  submit." 

"  My  old  and  valued  friend  and  companion 
Percival  Snowdon,  your  lamented  husband 
(Nora  started),  in  his  last  moments  called  me 
to  his  side,  and  threw  round  my  neck  a 
locket,  saying,  '  Wear  it,  Oliver,  this  Shadow 
in  the  Gold  ;  wear  it  for  my  sake,  and  when 
you  look  on  the  reflex  of  the  fair  face  of  my 
Nora  in  that  little  circle,  it  may  remind  you 
of  the  closest  and  dearest  tie  of  your  devoted 
friend.'  It  has  been  my  good  fortune,  Mrs 
Snowdon,  to  be  brought  into  close  communion 
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with  the  original,  and  I  deemed  it  consistent 
to  restore  the  locket  to  its  former  owner ; 
but,  like  a  child  that  has  given  away  a  toy 
and  pines  to  have  it  back,  so  I  long  to  again 
possess  it ;  that  is,  if  it  meet  with  your 
pleasure  to  accord  it  me.  In  quiet  hours, 
when  the  great  ocean  divides  us,  that  little 
Shadow  in  the  Gold  will  cheer ;  yes,  it 
w^ill  cheer  me,  in  barracks,  camp,  or  may  be, 
on  the  battlefield." 

Another  pause, — Nora  trembled  violently  : 
— poor  girl,  she  knew  that  by  granting  the 
request,  it  really  meant  granting  more,  nay  the 
one  great  cou'p  of  her  life  may  hang  upon  it. 

"Don't — don't — for  pity's  sake  refuse  me  I  " 
I  murmured  imploringly  ;  "  if — if — " 

"  If  what  ?  "  said  Nora  vehemently,  and  ris- 
ing to  her  feet  she  struggled  within  herself 

"  If  you  do  refuse,  I  must  simply  bend  sub- 
missively to  your  will.     One  thing  is  certain 

dear  Mrs  Snowdon,  I  can  carry  with  me  every 
V{3L.  in.  K 
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line  of  that  fair  face  now  before  my  eyes — it 
is  indelibly  stamped  on  my  retina  ;  yes,  I  can 
carry  it  to  the  end  of  the  world — and  who 
can  take  it  from  me  ? " 

Nora  opened  a  small  sealskin  satchel  wliich 
she  wore  at  her  side,  and  with  a  trembling 
hand  she  brouo;ht  forth  the  locket  and  lons^ 
ribbon  to  which  it  was  attached ; — then  draw- 
ing nearer  to  me,  and  looking,  as  it  were,  out 
of  heaven,  she  whis23ered, — 

"  You  said  you  would  bend  submissively  to 
my  will." 

"  Even  so,"  I  replied,  and  I  leant  forward. 

The  dear  girl  threw  the  ribbon  round  my 
neck — the  act  spoke  its  own  sweet  language, 
louder  than  any  words — she  looked  me  full 
in  the  face ;  there  were  likenesses  in  each 
other's  eyes — yes,  speaking  likenesses  !  —  a 
bright  tear  stood  trembling  on  the  long  fringe 
of  her  lashes  ;  the  rose  suffused  her  face,  and 
she  drooped  her  head  slowly  on  my  breast  ! 
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I  pressed  her  tbrobbiog  form  closer  and 
-closer  to  my  beating  heart — our  lips  met  for 
the  first  time  ;  and  from  mine  came  forth  the 
words, — 

''  My  own,  my  very  own  Nora  !  " 
And  a  tiny  voice,  with  breath  like  the  dew 
of  heaven,  whispered  in  gentle  accents, — 
"  My  own,  my  Oliver,  my  second  hero  ! " 
And  there,  in  the  x4.merican  gardens  by  the 
waterfall,  adjoining  the  old  Abbey,  we  plighted 
our  troth  ;  and  the  angels  in  heaven  bear  wit- 
ness to  the    solemn    bond !     Silence    reigned 
supreme — even  the  murmuring  of  the  leaves, 
as    it    were,    temporarily    ceased — all    nature 
seemed  hushed  in  sleep,  but  the  May  blossom 
floated  deliciously  on  the  gentle  breeze  ;  many 
birds  were  with   their  nestlings  ;    and  Nora, 
dear  Nora,  and  I  were  happy  !  ! 

Again  I  say,  in  the  words  of  Thackeray, — 

"  Blessed  he  who  hath  the  love  of  a  good  woman." 


CHAPTER    XXV  I. 


THE    ROBBERS'    REFUGE. 

Somewhere  about  twenty  miles  from  Carthe- 
win  Castle,  in  the  midst  of  a  range  of  hills, 
proverbial  amongst  the  peasants  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood as  the  "  Eobbers'  Refuge,"  stand, 
grim  and  desolate,  the  remains  of  an  old  mon- 
astery, now  battered  and  worn  by  the  ravages 
of  time.  The  howling  tempest,  that  swept  with 
mighty  force  for  centuries  on  its  iron-bound 
surface,  has  left  its  sure  and  certain  mark. 
With  the  exception  of  a  remnant  of  one  tower 
at  the  east  end,  and  the  dilapidated  walls  that 
partly  surround  what  is  supposed  to  be  the 
remains  of  an  old  banqueting-room,  all  appears 
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to  have  succumbed  to  the  natural  results  of 
decay.  The  gigantic  roots  of  ivy  exposed  at 
the  basement,  indicate  that  generations  have 
passed  away  since  first  they  fed  the  offshoots 
that  now  penetrate  every  crevice  of  the  crumb- 
ling walls  ;  the  thick  olive-green  wealth  of 
foliage,  climbing  year  by  year  to  the  extreme 
edo;e  of  the  tower,  has  for  ao^es  sheltered 
countless  birds  and  their  nestlings  from  the 
blast  of  the  elements  : — and  the  mountain 
cattle  have  found  a  safe  refuge  behind  those 
weather-beaten  walls,  when  hurricanes  set  in, 
and  a  bleak  "  north  -  caster  "  drove  them 
there  for  protection. 

Beneath  these  old  ruins  are  the  remains  of 
either  underground  kitchens  or  places  where 
prisoners  were  formerly  confined, — history  has 
not  determined  which,  as  no  traces  are  left 
that  will  clear  the  matter  up  ;  but  at  the  east 
side  of  the  tower  there  is  a  spacious  trap- door, 
which    leads   by   circular  stone   steps  to  two 
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fairly  large  rooms,  both  substantially  paved^ 
lio^lit  and  air  beino;  admitted  throuo;h  an 
aperture,  a  cutting  having  been  made  in  a 
sloping  direction,  secured  by  heavy  bars  of 
iron,  from  which  bats  noiselessly  fly  in  and 
out.  The  range  of  mountains,  which  is 
many  miles  in  extent,  affords  rough  pasturage 
for  a  large  number  of  cattle  ;  the  property  is 
divided  amongst  a  few  farmers,  wdiose  primi- 
tive homesteads  are  situated  at  a  distance 
from  each  other.  The  shepherds  attached  to 
these  farms  lead  a  hard  life,  in  some  instances 
living  where  others,  less  accustomed  to  priva- 
tion, would  starve,  leaving  their  homes  for 
months  together,  watching  their  Hocks  by 
night  and  by  day,  and  wandering  over  those 
desolate  gorse  and  heather-covered  sidelands, 
where  the  human  voice  is  seldom  heard,  and 
where  man's  footprint  is  seldom  seen  ; — nothing 
but  the  bleating  of  sheep,  the  lowing  of  the 
cattle,  the  songs   of  the  birds,  and  the  busy 
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hum  of  insect  life,  to  stir  up  and  awaken  the 
souls  of  those  poor  fellows,  whose  hard  fate  it 
is  to  fulfil  such  duties  as  they  are  called  upon 
to  do  :  truly  it  may  be  said  their  life  is  a 
bitter  one.  But  here  and  there  wx  find  men 
with  backs  peculiarly  fitted  to  bear  peculiar 
burdens,  and  what  w^ould  be  to  some  Hades 
upon  earth,  is  to  others  infinite  pleasure. 

On  this  vast  range  of  mountains,  doubtless, 
are  to  be  found  loyal,  upright  souls,  as  well  as 
some  dare-d — 1,  lawless  rascals,  the  scum  of 
the  earth,  who  lay  themselves  out  to  carry  on 
the  most  reckless  work  entrusted  to  them, 
regardless  of  the  consequences,  so  long  as 
they  are  well  paid,  and  can  keep  their  own 
skins  whole. 

If  the  present  reader  will,  in  imagination, 
remove  those  large  branches  of  ivy,  lift  uj)  the 
iron-bound  trap-door,  and  descend  the  cii'cular 
flight  of  stone  steps  that  leads  to  the  chambers 
before  mentioned,  he  or  she  w^ill  then  have  a 
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clear  perception  of  some  of  the  characters  who 
frequent  this  neighbourhood. 

The  sun  had  long  since  gone  down,  the 
gloaming  passed  away,  and  the  star-lit  sky 
bespangled  the  heavens  ;  all  save  the  bleating 
of  the  sheep  on  the  mountain  side,  and  the 
screech-owl's  cry,  as  the  sound  floated  on  the 
silent  air  from  Crowsfoot  Wood,  was  still ; 
everything  seemed  to  the  world  peaceful — 
yes,  as  a  summer's  dream  ! 

Not  so,  however,  in  these  infernal  regions 
beneath  the  ruin  of  the  old  monastery,  where 
Constance  Templar,  the  graceful  and  accom- 
plished Red-Cross  nurse,  lies  terror-stricken 
on  an  impromptu  bedstead,  with  dried  leaves 
for  a  mattress,  and  nothing  but  a  coarse 
horsecloth  for  a  covering  by  night.  Let  us 
draw  nearer  to  her  sad  heart,  see  her  ashy 
pale  face,  note  her  large  black  eyes  bedimmed 
with  tears,  nevertheless  flashing  fire,  with 
a  mind  determined,  resolute,   unconquerable  ! 
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ready  at  any  moment  to  suffer  death  rather 
than  fall  a  prey  to  the  vile  wretches  whose 
prisoner  she  now  is. 

"  Ah,  me  ! "  she  sighed,  weary  as  it  were  of 
life  ;  "  three  days  and  three  long  nights  have 
I  been  here,  and  have  not  dared  to  close 
these  eyes  in  sleep,  lest  I  may  suddenly 
awake  to  scenes  fearful  to  contemplate. 
Ood  give  me  strength  to  bear  this  affliction, 
extend  Thine  all-powerful  arm  in  this  my 
hour  of  peril" 

And  the  brunette  fell  back  upon  her  pillow 
exhausted. 

The  pendant  oil-lamp  that  swung  from  the 
damp  ceiling  threw  its  lurid  light  on  the 
pale  face  of  the  helpless  girl,  as  prostrate  she 
lay,  like  a  recumbent  marble  statue. 

The  heavy  oak  door  creaked  on  its  hinges, 
and  a  man  of  Philistine  proportions,  wearing 
a  black  mask,  cautiously  stepped  into  the 
room,    and   with    a   lantern    went  up   to   the 
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couch  ;  after  assuring  himself  that  all  was 
right,  placing  ample  food  on  the  table  by 
his  prisoner's  side,  and  re- trimming  the  oil- 
lamp  for  the  night,  he  withdrew.  The 
massive  rusty  bolt,  as  it  fell  into  its  place, 
announced  tliat  all  was  secure  ;  then,  throwing 
off  his  mask,  he  "plumped"  himself  into  a 
chair,  rested  his  head  on  his  hands,  and 
stared  in  a  vacant  manner  at  the  smouldering 
wood  that  faintly  lit  up  the  room. 

By  this  man's  side,  on  the  remains  of  a 
dilapidated  bench,  lounged,  half  asleep,  another 
square-built,  sullen-looking  fellow,  with  a  head 
covered  with  shocks  of  coarse  hair,  and, 
phrenologically  speaking,  of  the  very  lowest 
type.  His  proportions  were  short  and  thick, 
eyes  small  and  restless,  a  tip-tilted  nose,  grisly 
beard,  teeth  projecting,  and  a  countenance 
deeply  marked  with  smallpox  ;  in  fine,  one 
of  the  most  determined,  "hang-dog"  rascals 
in  creation ! 
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On  the  table  were  sundry  bottles,  long  clay 
pipes,  and  tobacco,  the  narcotic  fumes  of 
which,  together  with  the  spirituous  liquor, 
told  its  own  tale  on  the  cadaverous  faces  of 
those  outlaws. 

"  Bad  job  ;  I  tell  thee,  'tis  a  bad  job,  Joe. 
I  wish  to  the  Lord  I  never  had  a  hand  in  it. 
Better  'a  laid  this  *'  mawler  '  on  that  block, 
aiid  cut  it  clean  off  at  the  wrist,"  said  Giant 
Bill  (so  called  in  consequence  of  his  colossal 
stature),  at  the  same  time  expectorating  into 
the  fire. 

"  Bah  !  you  timid  fool,"  replied  Joe  ;  **  when 
the  genelmnn  planked  them  '  fivers '  on  the 
table,  you  pouuced  dow^n  upon  'em  like  a 
hungry  rattlesnake  on  its  prey.  You  great, 
long,  ravenous  hound,  you'd  a-given  yer 
eyes  out  of  your  head  for  a  few  more 
'  teners,'  and  now,  after  taking  the  money, 
you  be  fretting  and  fuming  over  this  puny 
wench." 
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"  I  tell  thee,  Joe,  I  don't  like  the  job  ;  'tis 
an  ugly  business,  and  we  shall  be  both  hanged 
up  by  our  necks." 

''  Well,  old  man,"  responded  Joe,  helping 
himself  to  another  glass  of  rum,  "  we  shall 
both  swing  together,  for  sartain,  —  both 
dance  upon  nothing.  You  won't  want  a  very 
long  rope,  and  you'll  soon  get  to  the  end  on 
it— ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  " 

"  You  may  laugh  and  jeer,"  said  Giant 
Bill,  "  but,  by  George  !  if  you  don't 
laugh  t'other  side  of  yer  mouth  when 
yer  be  standing  before  the  judge  in  the 
dock." 

A  pause. 

**  Did  you  see  the  genelman  this  morning  ?  " 
asked  Bill. 

"  I  did,  and  a  pretty  blue  funk  he  is  in  ; 
bluer  nor  either  of  us." 

''Well,  what  did  he  say?    Growled,  I  s'pose?" 

"  Growled  !     Wuss   than  that  ;    he    cussed 
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for  nearly  an  hour,  until  he  was  blue  in  the 
face,  and  swore  that  he  would  blow  both  our 
brains  out." 

"  Go  on,"  said  Bill,  filling  his  pipe. 

"  I  told  the  genelman  'twas  no  use  carrying 
on  like  that.  If  we  got  hold  of  the  wrong  gal, 
'twas  his  own  fault,  cause  as  how  he  ouo-ht  to 
a'  put  us  on  a  better  scent.  You  know  very 
well,  Bill,  my  boy,  we  acted  up  to  'structions, 
— we  grabbed  hold  of  the  gal  w^iat  was  a- 
making  love  to  a  feller  like  a  poplar  tree. 
There  he  was  in  the  garden,  a-kissin'  the 
maid's  hand  like  mad,  and  off  she  went  a- 
blubbering  in  the  wood  ;  and,  in  course,  we 
took  her  under  our  protection.  Bill,  my  boy, 
didn't  we  ?  " 

"And  nursed  her,"  added  Bill,  "like  a 
mother  would  a  tender  baby,  Pass  the  bottle, 
Joe." 

"  Well,  Joey,  my  boy,"  w^ent  on  Giant 
Bill,   "we've  made   a  thundering  mistake,— 
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we've  a  got  hold  of  the  wrong  wench  for 
sartain  ;  now,  the  long  and  short  of  the 
matter  is,  what  the  d — 1  are  we  to  do  with 
her?  The  genelman  says  he  will  have  no 
hands  in  it,  'cause  why — he  didn't  bargain 
for  the  black  gal  in  t'other  room,  the  bit  of 
stuff  he  wanted  to  nobble  was  the  squire's 
dauo'hter :  and  the  other  half  of  the  re- 
ward  he  swears  he  won't  hand  over." 

"  Won't  he  ?  "  said  Joe,  with  a  villainous 
chuckle  ;  "two  can  play  at  that  fun;  watch 
it,  and  see." 

And  the  brute  drew  his  clasped  knife  across 
his  throat,  in  imitation  of  what  may  probably 
follow\ 

"  Then,"  continued  Bill,  "  the  genelman 
sees  the  dano^er  of  lettino;  loose  our  black- 
bird  here,  for  the  moment  she  is  on  the 
wing,  hang  my  buttons  if  she  won't  be  at 
Carthewin  Castle  before  you  can  say  elack 
Ketch  ;   and  it  will  be  catch  'em  alive  0,  for 
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the  bloodhounds  will  be  on  our  track  like 
mad,  and  we  shall  be  '  run  in '  to  the  stone 
jug  before  you  know  where  you  are,  Joey, 
my  boy." 

''Bah!  "said  Joe,  ''we  will  clip  the  bird's 
wings, — I  know  how  to  do  the  trick — ha  ! 
ha!  ha!" 

"How,  Joey?  out  with  it,  man." 

"Why,"  said  Joe,  "to  tell  you  the  plain 
truth,  she  may  be  a  little  faint  one  night, 
w^hen  there  haint  any  moon,  and  maybe  a 
little  fresh  air  and  quiet  walk,  under  our 
protection,  will  revive  her,  and  a  little  cold 
water,  at  the  bend  of  the  tidal  river,  will 
refresh  her — ha  !  ha  I  ha  !  " 

"  1  tell  thee  again,  Joe,  I  don't  like  the 
job.  I  would  drown  thee,  if  I  had  the 
chance,  like  a  rat ;  but  as  for  that  sleeping 
beauty  in  the  other  room,  I  would  cut  my 
throat  first." 

"  No  need  to  cut  thy  throat,  Bill,  thou'lt 
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be  hanged,  man — yes,  hanged  !  if  once  that 
girl's  let  loose ;  no,  no,  no,  we  both  knows 
a  trick  worth  two  o'  that,  and  so  does  the 
genelman  with  the  eyeglass, — he  can  see  a 
hole  in  a  ladder,  man, — 'tis  a  bad  job,  and 
we  must  make  the  best  of  it :  the  wrench 
must  tell  no  tales,  and  I  knows  the  spot 
that  will  stop  her  mouth." 

Giant  Bill  refilled  his  pipe,  and  puffed 
away  in  silence ;  dare-d — 1  fellow  that  he 
had  been,  there  were  still  lingering  within, 
that  massive  square  head  some  redeeming 
points,  and  he  manifestly  shrank  from  pre- 
cipitating so  black  and  foul  a  deed  as  his 
less  scrupulous  ally  more  than  once  hinted 
at ;  and  he  said  within  himself,  "  I'll  have 
none   o't." 

Then  came  the  danger  of  releasing  Con- 
stance, and  the  gallows  stared  him  in  the 
face.  More  than  once  he  contemplated 
rushing    from    the   scene,   and    escaping   in   a 
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boat  across  the  water,  and  joining  a  ship 
for  foreig;n  service  ;  but  the  d — 1  agjain 
tempted  him,  and  the  large  sum  of  money 
offered  by  the  "  genelman,"  provided  he  and 
Joe  could  effectually  wipe  out  for  ever  all 
possibility  of  detection,  was  attractive  ;  and 
faithless  Satan  kej)t  his  allurements  well  in 
front  of  him — whilst  Bill  shrank  from  hurt- 
ing a  hair  of  Constance's  head,  he  respected 
his  own  neck.  To  save  one  would,  he  knew, 
imperil  the  other ;  he  felt  that  he  was  on 
the  edge  of  a  precipice,  and  saw  no  way  of 
escape, — he  thought  too  of  his  own  wife,  and 
deformed  child, — then  a  bag  full  of  sove- 
reigns danced,  as  it  were,  before  his  eyes,  and 
chinked  in  his  ears.  He  had  done  some  des- 
perate things  in  his  day — he  had  pulled  an 
oar  with  noted  pirates ;  fought  many  a  hard 
battle  on  the  sea ;  but  it  was  in  fair  combat 
between  man  and  man,  life  for  life.  He 
once    belonged    to    a    gang    of    brigands    on 

VOL.  III.  L 


i62  A  Virgin  Widow. 

the  Spanish  coast,  where  they  thought  no- 
thing of  stopping  travellers  and  plundering 
their  luggage ;  he  had  been  transported  for 
burglary,  with  violence — escaped  from  prison, 
and  was  now  at  large,  and  *'  wanted." 

Later  on,  Joe  succumbed  to  the  sundry 
potations  of  spirituous  liquor  that  he  had  so 
freely  imbibed,  and  was  stretched  at  full  length 
on  a  heap  of  dry  leaves  in  the  corner  of  the 
room.  The  faint  glimmer  from  the  smoking 
oil-lamp,  and  the  burning  log  on  the  hearth- 
stone, threw  their  ghastly  light  on  the  ruffian's 
cadaverous  face,  as  he  lay  snoring  away. 

Giant  Bill  stood  over  him  for  a  few  mo- 
ments in  deep  thought,  then  muttered, — 
''  Well,  what  if  I  did  ?  yes,  save  his  neck,  and 
mine  too.  Save  the  gal  ?  yes — no  ;  yes — no, 
I  won't ! "  he  turned  to  the  rum  bottle  and 
finished  its  contents.  The  d — 1  again  came 
on  the  scene,  and  the  man  of  Philistine  pro- 
portions glared  at  his  sleeping  comrade. 
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"Eeptile!"  he  said,  "  I  could  crush  thee  with 
one  blow  of  this  ponderous  fist  ;  I  could  send 
thee  headlong  into  the  next  world,  without 
the  hangman's  rope  round  thy  neck  ;  I  could 
send  thee  there  with  this  mark  on  thy  breast — 
yes,  and  I  will !  if  only  to  save  the  gal's  life. 
By  heaven !  I  will  pay  thy  fare  there  with  this 
dag-orer,  and  thou  shalt  have  no  return  ticket." 

Steadily  the  long  glittering  dagger  was 
raised,  and  about  to  descend  hilt  deep  into  the 
heart  of  the  sleeping  ruffian,  when  a  shrill 
voice  cried  out, — 

"  What  !  stab  men  in  the  dark  !  " 

The  would-be  assassin  dropped  the  dagger, 
as  though  it  had  been  shot  from  his  grasp, 
and  lo  !  Constance  Templar  stood  in  the  half- 
open  doorway  of  her  apartment,  holding  the 
oil-lamp  in  one  hand,  and  with  the  other 
pointing  towards  Giant  Bill,  said  in  a  firm 
voice, —  / 

*'  Thou  art  the  man  ! " 
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The  foul  deed  was  arrested,  Giant  Bill  slunk 
away,  the  brunette  again  sought  her  wretched 
couch,  and  prepared  herself  for  the  worst, 
come  what  may.  The  bolt  that  Bill  thought 
he  had  securely  fastened  was  a  failure,  and 
Constance  struggled  to  the  door,  and  there 
through  that  long  dismal  night  she  listened 
to  the  diabolical  plot  to  take  away  her  young 
life, — she  heard,  as  it  were,  the  funeral  knell 
ring  over  her  watery  grave,  and  felt  the 
surging  of  the  sea  encompassing  her.  From 
one  scoundrel  she  knew  she  would  find  no 
mercy  ;  from  the  other,  she  was  not  so  cer- 
tain ;  she  thought  that  a  large  reward  to  save 
her  life  might  tempt  him,  but  then  she  had  no 
bank  notes  or  gold — nothing  except  her  per- 
sonal jewellery,  and  no  means  of  communi- 
cating with  her  friends.  It  was  a  dismal 
look-out,  and  she  arrived  at  the  conclusion, 
that  it  was  exceedingly  problematical  as  to 
her  life  being  spared,  the  chances  hung  on  a 
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•slender  thread,  nothing  short  of  a  miracle 
could  save  her.  Brave,  high-minded  woman 
that  she  was,  the  strain  on  her  nerves  was 
tightened  to  its  highest  pitch,  and  she  said 
within  herself, — "  Often  in  camp,  and  on  the 
battlefield,  my  life  has  been  in  peril,  hair- 
breadth escapes  I  have  passed  through,  and, 
God  willing,  I  shall  be  rescued  from  the 
clutches  of  these  villains." 

While  Constance  thus  soliloquised,  the  door 
of  her  room  slowly  opened,  and  the  two 
robbers  entered. 

"  What  !  "  exclaimed  Constance  ;  "  not  con- 
tent to  tear  me  from  my  beloved  companions, 
but  you  must  needs  stealthily  enter  my  room 
in  the  dead  hour  of  night.  Speak  !  men ; 
what  do  you  require  ?  " 

"  To  make  love  to  you,  my  dear,"  said  Joe, 
*'  and  to  see  that  all  your  wants  are  supplied." 

Constance  visibly  shuddered  as  the  ruffian's 
bloodshot  eyes  glared  upon  her. 
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*'  I  need  no  requirements  from  your  haiids^ 
nothing  but  my  liberty,  poor  foolish  tools  that 
you  are  ;  for  a  few  paltry  coins  of  gold  you 
have  committed  a  cruel,  wicked  deed  !  I  pity 
you  both,  yes,  from  my  very  soul.  Had 
either  of  you  a  helpless  girl  of  your  own, 
you  could  not  have  found  the  heart  to  treat 
me  thus.  Oh  !  what  have  I  done  to  deserve 
it  ?     Speak  !  men  ;  speak." 

Giant  Bill  started,  and  clenched  his  fist. 
"  We  bain't  come  here,"  said  Joe,  in 
drunken  accents,  "to  argie  with  yer,  but  to 
do  our  duty  in  that  station  of  life  where  we 
have  been  called  upon  to  do  it.  Ain't  it  so, 
Billy,  my  boy  ? " 

Giant  Bill  dropped  his  head  upon  his  chest- 
Perhaps  he  thought  of  the  scene  enacted  in 
the  next  room  ;  how  he  was  caught  in  the 
attempted  assassination,  and  the  courageous 
words  of  the  girl, — "  Thou  art  the  man  !  "  still 
rang  in  his  ears. 
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"And,  pray,"  said  Constance,  with  eyes 
flasliing  like  fire,  ''  what  may  your  duty  be  ? 
for  what  jDurpose  am  I  imprisoned  in  this 
wretched  hole,  with  rats  and  bats  for  my 
companions  ?  " 

"  And  us  two  genelmen,  my  dear  ;  you 
forgets  us  two  genelmen,"  added  Joe ;  and  his 
bloodshot  eyes  again  glared  at  his  prisoner, 
whose  jDretty  dimpled  chin  he  familiarly  and 
rudely  touched. 

"■  Wretch  !  "  screamed  Constance,  springing 
to  her  feet  in  a  wild  manner  ;  "  I  dare  you  to 
put  a  finger  upon  me." 

"  Wo  !  wo  !  wo  !  my  little  darling,"  replied 
Joe  ;  "  what !  kicking  over  the  traces  already  ! 
Us  must  put  a  bit  in  your  mouth,  with  a  curb 
on  the  lower  bar — ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  " 

"  For  pity's  sake,"  said  Constance,  appealing 
to  Bill,  "  take  this  fellow  from  my  presence  ; 
surely  you  will  not  stand  by  and  allow  him 
to  insult  me  ;  you  won't,  I  know  you  won't ; 
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if  you  have  a  child  of  your  own,  oh,  pity  me  ! 
for  heaven's  sake,  pity  me  !  " 

Giant  Bill  ground  his  teeth  and  bit  his 
nether  lip,  but  said  nothing. 

"  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  "  laughed  Joe  ;  ''I  will  help 
yer,  help  yer,  my  darling,  help  yer  to  any- 
thing you  wants,  my  dear." 

"  Then  help  to  rescue  me  from  this  atro- 
cious den,  and  you  shall  have  a  handsome 
reward,  tenfold  more  than  the  sum  you  have 
accepted  to  carry  out  this  cruel,  wicked  deed." 

"  Ha  1  ha  !  ha  ! — tenfold  ?  yes,  tenfold  ! 
A  rope  round  our  blessed  necks,  and  ten  feet 
o'  tight  rope  to  dance  at  the  end  on ;  that's 
more  like  it — bah  !  " 

"  I  promise,  fellows,  that  no  harm  shall 
come  to  you  ;  and  I  solemnly  pledge  my  word 
that  a  rich  reward  shall  be  yours,  if  you  will 
only  restore  me  to  my  friends." 

Constance  at  this  point  broke  down,  and 
shed  bitter  tears. 
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"  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  '  rich  reward,' — such  a  re- 
ward as  he  richly  deserves,  says  old  '  Fire- 
works '  with  the  wig  on  the  bench.  Yes,  my 
dear,  the  rope  presented  by  Jack  Ketch,  not 
likely,"  and  the  robber  sung  in  drunken 
accents, — 

"  '  Not  for  Joseph,  oli  dear  no, 
Nor  for  Billy  or  for  Joe.' 

I  be  going  to  buy  a  gold  wedding-ring,  my 
darliug,  to  put  on  your  finger  ;  yes,  marry 
you,  my  dear,  with  a  special  licence,  and 
make  a  true  mountain  lady  of  yer— ha!  ha! 
ha !  "  Then  taking  his  clasp-knife  from  his 
pocket,  continued, — ''  Us  wants  a  lock  o'  that 
pretty  shiny  black  hair,  my  dear ;  the  genel- 
man  wants  to  see  the  colour  of  the  bird 
we've  trapped.  I  told  him  you  sings  like  a 
nightingale  all  the  night  long,  and  you  calls 
yourself  the  Eed- Cross  nurse.  I  says,  says  I, 
she's  the  Black-Cross  nurse,  if  ever  there  be 
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one  in  the  world, — a  kind  o'  vixen  ;  so 
tip  us  a  yard  of  your  plumage,  my  dear," 
and  the  robber  stretched  forth  his  hand  with 
the  clasp-knife  to  cut  from  the  wealth  of  hair 
that  had  fallen  loosely  over  the  shoulders 
of  the  brunette,  when  a  powerful  hand  seized 
the  collar  of  his  coat,  swung  him  round  like 
a  top,  and  hurled  him  with  mighty  force  to 
the  other  side  of  the  room,  and  Giant  Bill 
exclaimed, — 

"  Hands  ofi'  the  gal,  Joey,  my  boy !  did  I 
not  tell  thee,  not  a  hair  of  her  head  should 
be  hurt." 

Joe  ground  his  teeth,  and  sullenly  slunk 
into  the  adjoining  room,  swearing  within 
himself  to  be  revenged. 

"  Oh,  God  be  praised  !  "  cried  Constance,  ''  I 
have  at  least  one  wdio  will  protect  me  from — " 

" Hush  !  "  whispered  Giant  Bill ;  "if  you 
value  your  life  speak  not  a  word,  except  to 
curse  me,  from  sunrise  to  sundown." 
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"  Nay  ;  but  save  me  from  this  villain,  and 
I  will  bless  you  with  my  last  breath,  and 
reward  you  handsomely,"  and  Constance 
took  her  gold  chain  and  seals  from  her 
neck,  and  diamond  ring  from  her  finger,  and 
placed  them  in  the  robber's  hand  ;  he  eagerly 
scanned  the  trinkets,  and  then  thrust  them 
into  his  pockets,  saying, — 

"  Ah  !  I  see,  this  is  a  present  for  saving 
that  reptile's  life  in  t'other  room,  a  viper  that 
will  pounce  upon  you  at  any  moment." 

"  For  heaven's  sake  !  "  gasped  Constance, 
"  do  not  leave  me.     I — I — I — " 

"  Hush  !  "  said  Giant  Bill,  placing  his  finger 
vertically  across  his  lips,  and  looking  towards 
the  half- closed  door.  "  My  own  life  and  yours 
is  not  worth  an  hour's  purchase  !  Fool !  fool 
that  I  was  to  touch  the  genelman's  money, 
'tisn't  worth  a  farden  a  peck  ! " 

"Promise,  oh  promise,  you  will  not  leave 
me,    nay,    not    even    for    a    moment ! "     and 
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Constance  grasped  the  robber's  hand,  on 
which  her  burning  tears  splashed. 

And  Giant  Bill  drew  a  long  glittering 
dagger  from  the  breast-pocket  of  his  fustin 
coat,  held  it  up  in  the  form  of  a  cross,  kissed 
the  blade,  and  then  replacing  it,  walked  out 
of  the  room — the  rusty  bolt  fell  with  a  grating 
sound  into  its  place,  and  Constance  was  left  in 
that  cold,  damp,  dark  hole,  to  her  own  reflec- 
tions, with  dismal  forebodings  as  to  her  future. 

"  Well,  Joey,  my  boy,  asleep  again  ? " 

"  Not  a  bit,"  was  the  reply.  "  I'll  put  you 
to  sleep  very  first  chance  I  get,  that  not  no- 
body will  be  able  to  wake  thee  from.  Here, 
tip  us  the  bottle,  more  rum,  rum,  rum, — ha ! 
ha  !  ha  !  " 

A  long  pause. 

"  Billy,  the  genelman  promised  to  be  at  the 
mud  hut  at  the  bottom  of  Crowsfoot  Hill  at 
ten  this  morning,  thee  must  meet  him  there, 
'cause  I  don't  like  to  leave  the  cral ;  'taint  safe." 
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Giant  Bill  said  within  himself,  "  I'll  suffer 
death  sooner  than  I'll  leave  the  serpent  alone 
with  the  gal." 

"Look  you  here,  Joey,  you  have  done  the 
dirty  work  with  him  afore,  and  you  had  better 
finish  it." 

"  Howsomever  you  collar'd  your  share  of 
the  swag,"  retorted  Joe. 

"  I  have,"  muttered  Giant  Bill,  and  he  took 
a  roll  of  bank  notes  from  his  pocket,  and 
crumpled  them  up  in  his  iron  fist,  saying, — 
*'  Curse  them  ! " 

Joe  shook  himself  together,  so  to  speak, 
the  fumes  of  the  rum  were  upon  him,  he 
wiped  his  blood-shot  eyes,  and  glared  at 
the  notes,  saying, — 

*'  What  !  bean't  thee  satisfied  ?  " 

"  'Tisn't  half  enough  for  the  job,"  said  Bill. 

"  Bah  !  you  fool !  you  can't  see  an  inch 
from  yer  nose  ;  those  notes  would  hang  the 
'  genelman,'    if  we   liked, — money — money — 
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money — Bill,  my  boy — lia  !  lia  !  ha  !  and 
money  we'll  have;  bags  o'  gold,  my  dear  man, 
afore  we  finish  the  little  job  in  a  proper  work- 
manlike manner.     Pass  the  bottle." 

''What  is  to  be  the  price?"  asked  Giant  Bill. 

"  Not  so  loud,  you  fool,  the  wench  has  got 
ears.  Why,  price — two  hundred  sovs.  more 
apiece." 

"  And  what  then  ?  " 

*'  Bah !  food  for  the  fishes  in  course — 
after  that,  she  be  a  blessed  mermaid,  with  a 
comb  and  a  glass  in  her  hand,  a  bobbing  up 
somewhere  on  the  Irish  or  French  coast,  a 
giving  a  lecture  on  three  genelmen  who  once 
took  her  under  their  protection,  and  provided 
for  her — ha  !  ha  !  ha  I  Pass  the  bottle  again, 
Bill,  plenty  more  where  this  came  from  " — ■ 
(elevates  the  glass), — ''  here's  to  the  genelman 
what's  a  got  the  bag  of  yeller  boys  !  "  and 
the  robber  again  stretched  himself  on  the 
heap    of    dry  leaves,   and   was   soon   snoring 
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away  and  breathing  heavily,  until  the  streaks 
of  the  grey  dawn  of  early  morn  shed  its 
welcome  light  through  the  iron  grating,  and 
the  glimmer  fell  on  the  pale  face  of  the 
wretched  girl  w^ho,  from  sheer  exhaustion,  and 
worn  out  with  anxiety,  had  fallen  fast  asleep, 
and  she  dreamt  of  her  home,  and  her  child- 
hood ;  a  wedding  feast ;  she  the  bride,  Nora 
her  bridesmaid ;  and  the  organ  pealed  forth 
in  heavenly  strains,  *'  The  voice  that  breathed 
o'er  Eden,"  and  her  path  through  the  pic- 
turesque churchyard  was  laden  wdth  flowers  ; 
triumphal  arches  tow^ered  over  her  head, 
and  lily-white  banners  floated  in  the  breeze, 
bearing  the  inscription,  "  May  they  be 
happy!"  But  no  bridegroom  was  to  be  found! 
Angels,  as  it  were,  robed  in  wedding  gar- 
ments, flew  in  and  out  in  search,  but,  alas  ! 
no  bridcOTOom  came.  Then  a  chang;e  came 
o'er  the  spirit  of  her  dream  ;  a  transformation 
scene  took  place — four  noble  chargers,   black 
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as  coal,  with  gorgeous  plumes,  and  driven  by 
Oliver  Grey,  pranced  up  to  the  porch  of  the 
village  church.  It  seemed  that  the  chariot  he 
was  driving  was  in  the  shape  of  a  coffin  ;  a 
shroud  and  napkin  lay  folded  within,  wreaths 
and  crosses  of  exquisite  hot-house  flowers  were 
piled  thereon,  and  tilled  the  air  with  ambrosial 
scents.  She  was  about  to  take  her  place  in 
the  chariot,  when  the  organ  struck  up,  in 
solemn-like  tones,  "the  dead  march  in  Saul," 
and  the  deep  bomb  of  the  funeral  bell  tolled 
out  distinctly  in  the  silent  air,  then  Constance 
started  from  her  sleep,  and  beheld  Giant  Bill 
standing  over  her ! 

She  rubbed  her  eyes,  passed  her  hand 
over  her  forehead,  as  if  she  doubted  both 
her  sight  and  senses,  then  shuddered,  say- 
ing,— 

''  Eobber  ! — murderer !  say,  is  my  hour 
come  ?  the  horses  and  the  coffin  are  at  the 
door  ;  I  ask  no  mercy  of  thee,  but  if  I  am  to 
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die,  let  the  process  that  will  release  me  from 
this  den  of  thieves  be  swift  and  sure." 

"  Thief  I  am,"  responded  Bill,  "  because 
I  helped  to  steal  thee  ;  murderer  I  am  not." 

''  Thou  liest,"  exclaimed  Constance.  **  I 
caught  thee  red-handed,  dagger  in  hand,  yes, 
in  the  very  act  of — " 

'*  Killing  a  reptile,"  interrupted  the  robber, 
"  and  endeavouring  to  save  thy  life,  yes, 
thou,  an  angel  in  my  sight." 

*'  And  will  you  save  me  ?  "  faltered  Con- 
stance, looking  through  diamond  tears  (for 
her  dream  had  much  discomposed  her),  and 
clasping  her  hands  continued, — '*  I  am  no 
angel — would  I  were — but  I  am  a  helpless 
creature  torn  from  those  I  love  at  the  instio^a- 
tion  of  a  villain,  and  sentenced  to  a  cruel  death, 
by  your  comrade.  You  need  not  start  so. 
I  heard  all,  all,  all,  in  the  dead  hour  of  night." 
''  And,"  said  Giant  Bill,  wiping  the  beads 
of  perspiration   from    his    massive   forehead, 
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*'  you  stopped  this  dagger  from  doing  its 
work." 

"  I  did,"  responded  Constance,  "  because  you 
would  have  sent  the  poor  deluded  wretch  into 
eternity,  with  all  his  imperfections  on  his  head." 

"  Listen  to  me,  my  little  gal,  you've  called 
me  robber  and  murderer.  To  save  thy  pre- 
cious life,  I've  kept  awake  for  three  long  nights 
and  days,  afeared  to  sleep  a  wink  ;  to  save 
thy  life,  I  was  just  going  to  send  Joe  into 
the  next  world ;  and  I  was  going  to  put 
you  down  on  the  very  spot  on  which  I  was 
darned  fool  enough  to  pick  you  up.  For  all 
this,  you  calls  me  robber,  thief,  and  murderer." 

"  Oh,  pity  me,  do  pity  me  ! "  and  Constance 
seized  the  great  rough  hand  of  Giant  Bill,  and 
pressed  it  to  her  lips,  then  looking  into  his 
broad  weather-beaten  face,  she  read,  as  it  were, 
between  the  deep  furrows,  a  countenance  melt- 
ing with  compassion;  and  she  went  on,  "you 
will  not  leave  me,  will  you  ?  " 
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No  reply. 

"  Only  speak  that  one  word,"  implored  the 
brunette. 

"  If  I  was  to  leave  thee,  little  gal,  why,  'tis 
just  this,  on  my  return  I  should  find  thee 
missinsf  ;  no,  no,  trust  Bill  for  that.  Joe  is 
gone  to  meet  the  g:enelman  at  Crowsfoot 
Wood  to  receive  'structions — us  knows  what 
that  means,  and  what  the  end  will  be." 

"  Oh,  do  save  me  !  let  me  fly  ?     I — " 

"  Not  so  fast,  my  little  gal,  not  so  fast  or 
so  loud,  the  walls  sometimes  has  ears.  It  is 
more  than  my  head's  worth  to  fly,  as  you  calls 
it.  Joe  and  the  genelman  would  be  on  us  like 
bloodhounds.  I'll  save  thee  if  I  can,  but  I 
won't  promise  ;  I  may  fail,  but  to  do  it  I 
must  play  Judas  'Scariot  with  Joe  ;  yes,  up  to 
the  last  moment,  bang  up  to  the  knocker — 
dost  understand  me,  gal  ?  I  have  sworn,  so 
long  as  I  can  keep  awake,  and  my  arm  is 
strong,  that  not  no  hair  of  thy  blessed  head 
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shall  be  hurt,  but  I  must  play  the  villain — 
yes,  the  murderer  with  one  hand,  and  thy 
protector  with  the  other — dost  understand  me^ 
gal  ?     Don't  start  so — " 

"  Yes — no — I — I — think  I  do — I  hope  I 
do  ;  God  give  me  strength,"  and  Constance 
shuddered  at  her  position. 

"  Mind,  my  little  gal,  prepare  for  the  wust ; 
he  may  kill  I,  then  you  be  booked  for  sartain. 
When  I  looks  fierce  and  says  awful  things,  I 
means  just  t'other  way,  and  I  does  it  to 
humour  Joe,  to  keep  him  sweet,  all  to  save 
thee,  gal — to  save  thee." 

''  God  will  bless  you  for  it,  and  reward  your 
child  if  you  have  one,"  and  again  Constance 
lifted  the  robber's  massive  hand  to  her  lips." 

"  Look  here,  my  little  wench,  see  this 
bundle  o'  bank  notes,  blood  money,  blood 
money !  See  'em  steeped  in  bright  crimson. 
This,  my  gal,  I  got  for  a-carrying  thee  off. 
My   poor    wife    and    crippled    child    be    half- 
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starving,  but  tliey  shall  starve,  yes,  to  death, 
sooner  than  I  will  stop  their  hunger  with 
such  filth,"  and  the  giant  crumpled  the 
notes  in  his  hand,  and  dashed  them  against 
the  wall ;  but  he  took  good  care  to  pocket 
them  again  ! 

Joe's  heavy  step  w^as  heard  on  the  stone 
staircase,  and  his  stentorian  voice  called  out, — 

"  Billy,  my  boy  !  " 

"  Here  I  be,  Joe,"  and  in  three  strides  the 
giant  reached  the  outer  room,  and  closed  the 
door  noiselessly  behind  him. 

"  Well,  Joe,  what  news  ?  " 
.  **  I've  seed  the  genelman." 

•'  How's  his  temper,  Joe  ? " 

"  I'll  be  blow'd  if  he  ain't  furious  as  any 
bull." 

"  Well,  what's  the  'structions  ? " 

"  Just  what  I  told  thee,  Bill,"  said  Joe,  and 
going  to  Constance's  door  to  see  that  it  was 
thoroughly  shut,  he  whispered,  "  food  for  the 
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fishes,  or  the  gallows  for  both  on  us  ;  take  thee 
choice  Bill,  one  or  t'other." 

"  What's  the  price,  Joe,  my  boy  ? " 

"  Two  hundred  and  fifty  so  vs.  a  piece, 
money  dow^n  on  the  nail — no  humbug  about 
it — either  that  or  six  feet  of  rope,  and  six  feet 
of  freehold  land  under  the  "  stone  jug  "  to 
rest  our  bones  in,  and  Jack  Ketch  undertaker." 

''  I  takes  the  two  hundred  and  fifty  '  yellow 
boys,'  that's  what  I  does,"  said  Bill. 

"  And  so  does  I,"  said  Joe,  and  he  hammered 
his  fist  on  the  table  w^ith  much  emphasis,  and 
continued,  "  Giv'  us  thy  hand,  Bill." 

"  Here  'tis,  old  fellow,  and  at  your  sarvice, 
quite." 

And  the  robbers  shook  hands  as  an  earnest, 
so  to  speak,  of  their  determination  to  go  through 
(in  faith  with  each  other)  the  dreadful  w^ork. 

"  Sure  'tis  money  down,  Joe  ? " 

"  Sure  as  I  be  alive.  Pays  over  on  Tuesday 
night  all  in  so  vs." 
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"  Where  ? " 

''At  Crowsfoot  Wood — twelve  o'clock." 

"  When  is  the  little  job  to  come  off,  Joe — 
I  means  the  water  excursion  ? " 

"  Same  night,  if  all  goes  well,  and  not 
nothink  don't  happen,  and  arter  the  bubble 
and  squeak  be  over.  Why,  our  fortune  is 
made — blow  me  tight  !  " 

"  Arter  'tis  over,  Joe,  I  shall  '  step  it '  to 
the  Spanish  coast  the  very  next  day,  and 
join  some  of  my  old  '  chums'  there." 

"  Now,  Billy,  thee  look  after  the  little 
wench,  and  I'll  stroll  round  the  mountain 
and  see  who's  knocking  about." 

After  his  comrade  had  left,  Giant  Bill 
bolted  the  trap-door  at  the  entrance  to  the 
flight  of  steps,  and  then  stretched  his  bulky 
form  on  the  bed  of  leaves,  and  was  soon  sound 
asleep,  where,  for  the  present,  we  will  leave  him, 
and  thus  close  a  chapter  which  the  w^riter  has 
felt  the  reverse  of  pleasure  in  recording. 


CHAPTER    XXVI  I. 


AERESTED. 

Three  days  subsequent  to  the  close  of  the 
happy  scene  in  the  American  Gardens,  there 
were  assembled  in  the  drawing-room  of  Car- 
thewin  Castle  Mr  Townsend,  Mrs  Snowdon, 
and  Gertrude,  in  deep  and  anxious  conversa- 
tion— the  outcome  of  the  mysterious  disappear- 
ance of  Constance  Templar,  which  had  thrown 
the  whole  household  into  great  confusion — most 
of  the  domestics  were  examined  and  cross- 
examined  by  Mr  Townsend  on  every  incident 
in  connection  with  the  brunette's  movements, 
but  none  of  them  could  account  for  or  throw 
any  light    upon   the    subject    other  than   she 


Arrested.  185 


was  seen  with  Major  Grey  in  the  garden, 
adjoining  the  terrace,  just  previous  to  his 
departure  for  the  Abbey  on  Friday  morning. 
Various  rumours  were  afloat  amongst  the  do- 
mestics, to  the  efi*ect  that  Major  Grey  had 
jilted  Miss  Templar,  in  order  to  secure  Mrs 
Snowdon,  and  on  more  than  one  occasion  the 
cook  remarked  that  it  was  '*  a  burning  shame 
of  the  Major  to  treat  the  dear  young  lady  so, 
and  that  nothing  will  ever  prosper  with  him." 
No  one  appeared  to  have  seen  the  missing 
lady  since  ten  o'clock  on  Friday  morning ;  as 
that  day  wore  on,  and  she  was  absent  at 
luncheon,  Gertrude  and  her  father  concluded 
she  must  be  either  visiting  the  Branscombs, 
or  some  people  to  whom  she  had  become  at- 
tached, living  in  a  hamlet  two  miles  distant ; 
but  at  seven  o'clock,  when  the  gong  sounded 
for  dinner,  and  Constance  did  not  put  in  an 
appearance,  instant  inquiries  were  made  as 
to    her    whereabouts,    but    without    success : 
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even  then,  Mr  Townsend  thought  she  must 
be  all  rioht,  and  remarked,  "  Don't  trouble 
yourself,  Gerty,  she  will  turn  up  some- 
where." But  later  in  the  evening,  on  the 
arrival  of  Major  Grey  and  Nora,  the  greatest 
consternation  ensued,  and  from  that  moment 
scouring  parties  were  sent  out  in  all  direc- 
tions ;  ponds,  streams,  and  rivers  on  the 
estate  were  dragged ;  special  messengers  were 
despatched  on  horseback  to  every  house  in 
the  neighbourhood,  but  with  no  good  results. 
A  valuable  blood-hound,  the  property  of 
Colonel  MacFanan,  of  the  *'  Cedars,"  was 
ultimately  put  on  the  track,  and  he  w^as 
not  long  in  retrieving  from  the  copse  Miss 
Templar's  small  felt  hat.  This  circumstance 
gave  promise  to  graver  result,  and  the  dog 
was  again  put  to  work.  The  brute  com- 
menced at  a  rattling  pace,  with  Colonel 
MacFanan  and  Curtis  at  his  heels  ;  on  he 
went     through    the    copse,    then    the    lower 
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plantation,  across  Barley  Wood  into  Holly- 
bush  Lane,  where  he  stopped  and  sniffed 
about  a  great  deal.  In  this  lane  were  many 
footprints  ;  also  the  marks  of  the  wheels  of 
a  cart.  Again  the  hound  a|)parently  took 
up  the  scent ;  but  it  was  not  clearly  de- 
fined, and  coming  to  a  river  he  ran  straight 
for  it,  drank  freely  of  the  w^ater,  and  from 
that  moment  w\as  completely  at  fault.  Start- 
ing again  from  the  lane,  he  made  tracks  over 
precisely  the  same  ground,  and  halted  where 
he  found  the  hat ;  then  sniffing  in  all  direc- 
tions, he  suddenly  darted  forward  and  passed 
through  the  ornamental  gardens,  stopping  at 
the  fountain,  then  over  the  lawm,  along  the 
terrace,  straight  for  the  east  entrance  of  the 
Castle,  through  the  hall,  and  finally  made  a 
full  stoj)  at  the  door  of  the  breakfast-room, 
which  (being  ajar)  he  pushed  open,  and,  at 
the  very  chair  on  which  Miss  Templar  last  sat, 
the  poor  brute  lay  down  panting,  and  with  his 
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tongue  hanging  out  of  his  mouth,  he  seemed 
perfectly  satisfied  with  his  achievements  ! 

The  local  newspaper  in  the  district  an- 
nounced in  large  type, — 

"  Mysterious  disappearance  of  a  young 
lady  from  Carthewin  Castle  ; "  in  another 
part  a  paragraph  was  devoted  to  the  strange 
coincidence,  and  the  people  of  the  neighbour- 
hood were  in  great  consternation  ;  letters  of 
sympathy  tumbled  in,  and  crowds  of  friends 
fLir  and  near  sent,  or  called  at  the  Castle  to 
*'  inquire." 

"  One  hardly  knows,  dear  father,"  said  Nora, 
*'  what  is  the  next  best  thing  to  advise." 

Mr  Townsend  thrust  his  hand  into  his 
pocket,  and  pacing  up  and  down  the  room, 
replied, — 

'*  Cannot  for  the  life  of  me  make  head  or 
tail  to  this  mysterious  affair." 

"  Neither  can  I,"  said  Gertrude  ;  "  and  to 
make    matters    all    the    more    dismal,    that 
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wretched  owl,  somewhere  close  to  my  bed- 
room window,  kept  screeching  the  best  part 
of  the  night." 

Nora  looked  dreamily  out  on  the  lawn,  but 
spoke  not — she  was  off  in  a  reverie  ; — then 
the  door  opened,  and  Leonard  announced — 

"  Mr  Fairblow  !  "  and  in  strutted  a  short 
fussy  little  gentleman,  whose  age  may  be 
guessed  at  something  the  shady  side  of  sixty. 
He  had  a  highly-polished  cranium,  with  a  few 
straggling  grey  hairs  on  either  side  of  his 
head,  and  a  countenance  suggestive  of  great 
partiality  for  the  good  things  of  this  life,  not- 
ably magnums  of  undeniable  port,  and  the  best 
of  turtle.  Mr  Fairblow  had,  phrenologically 
speaking,  what  Combe  in  his  Constitution  of 
Man  would  designate,  ''  a  fine  head,"  with  the 
bumps  of  benevolence  and  causality  promi- 
nently developed.  Mr  Fairblow  was  married, 
and  prided  himself  on  having  better  than 
six  children — he  having  only  two,  considered 
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{in  his  facetious  mood)  that  niiniber  was  more 
desirable  ;  he  was  also  a  brother  magistrate 
of  Mr  Tow^nsend's — the  latter  being  chairman 
of  the  Quarter  Sessions. 

''  How  are  you,  Fairblow  ?  "  said  Mr  Towns- 
end  ;   ''  glad  to  see  you  back." 

"  Bothered,  sir, — bothered  !  "  he  replied  ; 
making  a  most  profound  bow  to  the  ladies, 
*'  don't  like  to  see  pretty  faces  indoors  such 
fine  weather;  join  the  butterflies,  my  dears, 
join  the  butterflies  !  " 

"  What's  the  matter,  Fairblow  ?  Funds 
gone  down,  or  have  you  picked  up  a  fortune 
and  don't  know  what  to  do  with  it  ? "  asked 
Mr  Townsend. 

"  Bothered,"  continued  the  J.P.,  "  bothered, 
sir,  with  a  twitch  of  the  gout,  and  the  very 
painful  errand  on  which  I  am  come  ;  "  then 
telegraphing  in  a  mysterious  manner  with  one 
eye  (the  action  of  which  may  be  translated 
into  a  wink),  and  a  knowing  pass  of  the  left 
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thumb  over  the  left  shoulder,  indicated  plainly 
to  Mr  Townsend  that  he  wanted  the  ladies  to 
retire.  Mr  Townsend  gave  his  daughters 
the  hint,  and  they  were  left  by  themselves. 
"  Sit  down,  Fairblow.  What  is  the  matter  ?  " 
"Ah, — exactly,"  said  the  J.P.,  taking  out 
his  gold  snuff-box,  and  giving  it  two  taps  on 
the  cover,  then  helping  himself  to  an  exorbi- 
tant pinch,  continued, — "  exactly,  that  is  just 
what  I  should  like  to  know." 

"  Nothing  seriously  amiss  ?  "  I  trust. 
'•  People  will  talk,  sir — will  talk — " 
''If  they  only  talk  sensibly  and  speak  the 
truth,  Fairblow,  one  wouldn't  mind." 

"  My  business  here  to-day,  Mr  Townsend,  is 
a  most  unpleasant  one,  but,  as  you  are  aware, 
from  long  experience  in  my  professional  career 
as  a  barrister,  and  now  a  Justice  of  the  Peace  for 
this  county,  I  have  never  shrunk  from  discharg- 
ing, with  unflinching  rectitude,  any  duty  that 
devolved  upon  me  ;  no,  never,  sir — never — " 
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''  No  one  can  answer  for  that  better  than  I, 
Fairblow  ;  apropos  of  this  unpleasant  busi- 
ness— what  do  you  refer  to  '? " 

''  Ah — yes — exactly — very  unpleasant  busi- 
ness ! — would  that  it  had  devolved  on  one  of 
our  colleagues  instead  of  this  deponent — old 
Greenbank,  for  instance  ;  but  people  will  talk, 
you  know,  Mr  Townsend — will  talk,  and  the 
d — 1  himself  cannot  stop  them." 

"  Well,  touching  this  unpleasant  business," 
said  Mr  Townsend,  impatiently. 

"  I  have  known  you  a  great  many  years,, 
Mr  Townsend  ;  no  one  in  the  county  has  a 
greater  regard  for  you  than  I  have." 

"  Perhaps  better  known  than  trusted,. 
Fairblow,  eh  ? — but  what  about  the  busi- 
ness ? " 

''  Ah — exactly — ^well, — d — n  it,  all  I  wish 
someone  else  had  it  in  hand  ;  excuse,  Mr 
Townsend,  the  adjective,  cannot  help  it,  pon 
my  soul,  I  cannot." 
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"  My  conscience,  Fairblow,  why,  what  on 
earth  has  happened  ?  " 

"Sad  business,  sir,  this,  about  Miss  Tem^Dlar," 
and  the  J. P.  took  another  pinch  of  snuff. 

"  Most  mysterious,  Fairblow,  most  mysteri- 
ous. We  are  all  in  great  trouble  about  our  dear 
young  friend  ;  as  for  my  eldest  daughter,  she 
is  almost  frantic." 

*'  I  am  afraid,  Mr  Townsend,  my  visit  here 
to-day  will  not  improve  matters." 

"  I  am  prepared  for  the  worst,  Fairblow  :  has 
the  body  been  discovered  ?  " 

"  Such  an  event  has  not  come  to  my  know- 
ledge. But  people  will  talk,  Mr  Townsend — 
will  talk." 

"  Well,  what  the  d — 1  do  they  say,  Fair- 
blow  ?  Can  they  throw  any  light  upon  the 
subject  ? " 

"  Ah — yes — exactly, — that  is  precisely  the 

point, — they  fancy  they  can  throw  some  light 

upon  the  subject.     Circumstances  have  tran- 
VOL.  III.  N 
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spired  which — d — n  it  all !  the  rest  sticks  in 
my  throat." 

"  I  am  absolutely  amazed  and  alarmed,  Faii- 
blow,  at  your  manner.     Pray  proceed." 

"  Well,  circumstances  have  transpired  which, 
naturally  enough,  point  to  a  very  grave  sus- 
picion respecting  your  guest  Major  Grey." 

"What!  Ha!  ha!  ha!"  laughed  Mr 
Townsend.  "  Well,  if  that  isn't  about  the 
coolest  thing  I  ever  heard." 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth,  Townsend,  it  is 
about  the  hottest  thing  I  have  had  to  say  since 
I  gave  up  my  practice  and  left  Kaymond's 
Buildings,  Grey's  Inn, — yes,  sir,  the  hottest  !  " 

"  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  Well,  I'll  be  hanged  if  ever 
I  heard  such  absolute  nonsense  ! " 

At  this  point  Mr  Townsend  rang  the  bell 
violently,  and  the  butler  appeared. 

"  Leonard,  if  Major  Grey  is  in  the  Castle  or 
about  the  grounds,  ask  him,  please,  to  come  to 
me  directly." 
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"  Now,  dear  Mr  Townsend,  don't  excite  your- 
self; really  I — " 

''Excite,  be  hanged!  I  am  as  cool  as  a 
trout,  and  I  will  answer  with  my  life  that 
Grey  is  as  innocent  of  this  charge  as  that  lamb 
now  sporting  in  the  meadow." 

"  I  hope  to  the  Lord  he  is,  sir  ;  but  people 
will  talk,  you  know.  There  are  some  ugly 
rumours  afloat,  and  very  suspicious  circum- 
stances in  connection  with  this  confounded 
business." 

*'Ha!  ha!  ha!  Why  it  is  enough  to  make 
a  cat  laugh,"  said  Mr  Townsend.  "  Now  tell 
me,  Fairblow,  first  of  all,  what  grounds  have 
you  or  anyone  else  for  suspecting  my  most 
esteemed  and  gallant  friend  Major  Grey  of 
any  unfair  play." 

''  Pardon  me,  Townsend,  not  I.  Don't  make 
it  personal,  pray  don't.  Never  hinted  at  such 
a  thing.  I  have  known  and  respected  you,  sir, 
and  all  your  family  too  many  years ;  but  people 
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will  talk,"   and   the    J.P.   again  freely  mani- 
pulated the  snufF-box. 

"Now,  Fairblow,  touching  the  grounds  on 
which  people  base  their  suspicions,  give  me 
the  history  of  all  this  in  its  entirety." 

"  Very  serious  matter,  sir  —  more  serious 
than  you  are  aware  of  Just  had  a  long 
interview  with  three  of  our  brother  magis- 
trates. Their  sympathy  (bar  one)  for  you 
and  yours  is  very  great ;  and  I  have  been 
deputed — d — n  it  all!  to  do  this  work.  The 
long  and  the  short  of  the  matter  is,  from 
the  sworn  evidence  of  your  nephew  Cuthbert 
Eodway's  valet  (a  fellow  by  the  name  of 
Martineaux),  it  appears  that  Miss  Templar 
was,  on  the  morning  of  Friday  last,  seen 
with  Major  Grey  in  the  ornamental  grounds 
of  the  Castle,  in  deep  and  angry  conversation; 
and  Miss  Templar,  owing  to  the  altercation,, 
appeared  greatly  distressed.  The  Major  en- 
deavoured  to    soothe    her,    and    probably   he 
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did,  for  a  while,  as  tliere  can  be  no  doubt, 
from  tiie  independent  evidence  of  two  female 
domestics  of  this  establishment,  who  were  look- 
ing out  of  one  of  the  windows,  that  Major 
Grey  kissed  Miss  Templar  and  she  boxed  his 
ears.  Then  Mr  Eodway's  valet  goes  on  to 
say  that  your  guest  took  the  unfortunate 
young  lady  into  a  lonely  part  of  the  copse 
at  the  end  of  the  plantation,  after  which  he 
lost  sio;ht  of  them.  But  the  most  serious 
part  of  the  business  has  to  be  told.  On 
close  examination  of  the  spot  where  the 
bloodhound  found  the  hat  (and  the  identi- 
cal place  where  the  missing  lady  was  seen 
with  G-rey),  absolutely,  sir,  they  discovered 
one  of  the  Major's  military  buckskin  gloves  ; 
and  not  only  so,  but  there  are  unmistakable 
signs  of  a  severe  struggle  having  taken  place 
there.  Moreover,  it  appears,  from  a  careful 
inspection  of  the  plantation  by  skilled  de- 
tectives   from    Scotland    Yard,    that   a   man 
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passed  through  the  brushwood  and  brambles^ 
knee-deep,  out  into  Hollybush  hme,  and  there 
they  found,  fearful  to  relate,  not  only  the  well 
defined  footprint  of  poor  dear  Miss  Templar, 
which  has  been  identified  with  one  of  her 
boots  now  in  the  possession  of  the  police, 
and  which  has  characteristic  marks  upon  it, 
but  they  also  discovered  by  the  side  of  it 
the  imprint  of  two  enormous  feet,  which 
could  only  have  been  produced  by  a  man 
of  extraordinary  stature.  Add  to  this,  sir, 
the  strange  coincidence  of  the  hound  run- 
ning with  great  impetuosity  to  the  tidal  river 
close  by  this  lane,  and  you  will  admit  there 
arc  grave  indications  of  something  seriously 
wrong,  which  demands  of  us  a  most  searching 
inquiry  ;  and  I  regret  to  have  the  painful  duty 
of  informing  my  esteemed  friend  that  I  hold  a 
warrant  for  the  apprehension  of  Major  Grey." 

Mr  Townsend,  during  the  painful  ordeal  to 
which  he  was  subjected,  turned  from  time  to 
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time  all  the  colours  of  a  rainbow,  so  to  speak ; 
then,  in  a  firm  voice,  he  said, — 

"  Notwithstanding  the  very  remarkable  dis- 
closures you  have  made  to  me,  Fairblow,  I  am 
as  convinced  as  I  am  of  my  existence,  that 
circumstances  will  transpire  which  will  most 
thoroughly  exonerate  my  friend  from  the 
horrible  accusation  which  now  temporarily 
encompasses  him.  A  more  noble  and  upright 
soul  I  have  never  met  with  ;  so  much  so, 
that  within  the  last  few  days  I  have  given 
consent  to  his  marrying  my  eldest  daughter  ; 
and  all  that  you  have  imparted  to  me  now, 
though  ugly  enough  on  the  face  of  it,  yet  it 
has  not  shaken,  in  the  least  degree,  the  ab- 
solute confidence  I  place  in  him.  Depend 
upon  it,  my  dear  Fairblow,  though  my  gallant 
friend's  future  is  intimately  bound  up  with 
my  beloved  daughter,  I  shall  in  no  way 
shrink  from  discharging  a  duty  which  I  owe 
to  my  country,  as  well  as  to  my  child." 
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"  Townsend.  my  friend,  give  me  your  hand, 
and  believe  me  sincere  when  I  assure  you 
that  no  stone  shall  be  left  unturned  by  me, 
so  to  speak,  to  see  justice  accorded  :  but, 
between  ourselves,  our  colleague,  old  Grreen- 
back,  has  no  great  affection  for  you ;  the 
dressing  you  publicly  gave  him  before  his 
constituents  at  the  last  election  has  been,  and 
ever  will  be,  a  thorrl  in  his  side  ;  for,  owing^ 
to  that,  he  lost  his  seat." 

At  this  point,  Leonard  announced, — 
''Major  Grey." 

"  Oliver,  my  boy,"  said  Mr  Townsend, 
trembling  with  emotion,  ^'  allow  me  to  in- 
troduce you  to  an  old  friend  of  mine,  Mr 
Fairblow ;  we  were  college  chums  together, 
and  now  we  are  brother  magistrates.  You 
have  not  met  him  at  the  Castle  before, 
because  he  has  been  on  the  Continent ;  and 
when  you  are  made  acquainted  with  the  nature 
of  his  visit  to-day,  I  have  a  shrewd  suspicion 
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that  you  won't  be  much  gratified  or  compli- 
mented at  the  reception  he  will  give  you." 

"Whatever  reception  I  receive  from  Mr 
Fairblow,  sir,  I  shall  at  least  be  sensible  of 
the  fact  that  he  is  an  old  friend  of  yours,"  I 
replied.      "  Pray,  is  there  anything  amiss  ?  " 

"  Ah — yes — exactly — that  is  the  precise 
point ;  if  there  is  not  something  seriously 
*  amiss,'  as  you  call  it,  there  is  someone 
'  amissing,'  which  you  are,  I  know,  fully 
aware  of,"  and  the  Justice  of  the  Peace  fixed 
his  restless  grey  eyes  upon  me,  with  a  pro- 
fessional stare,  which,  in  his  late  experience 
as  a  leading  member  of  the  bar,  he  was  so 
much  accustomed  to. 

I  replied,  ''  Our  poor  dear  friend  Miss  Tem- 
plar is  missing,  if  it  be  that  to  w^hich  you 
allude,  and — " 

"  Wait — wait  a  moment,  my  dear  sir,"  said 
Mr  Fairblow.  "As  my  visit  here  to-day  is 
strictly    '  ofiicial,'    it   is  my  duty   to    caution 
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you,  sir,  to  this  effect,  that  anything  you 
may  say,  will  probably  be  used  in  evidence 
against  you ;  therefore  be  cautious,  sir,  for 
Heaven's  sake,  be  cautious." 

"  Your  intention,"  I  replied,  "  is  well  meant. 
I  have  no  doubt,  had  I  anything  to  fear,  I 
should  appreciate  it  all  the  more  ;  but,  as  I  have 
not,  and  am  '  armed  so  strong  with  honesty ' 
that  the  idle  wind  of  scandal  has  no  terror  for 
me,  consequently  I  have  no  apprehension." 

"  Well  spoken,  Oliver,  my  boy,"  ventured 
Mr  Townsend. 

"  Yes — exactly  ;  perhaj)s  we  had  better  not 
discuss  this  unpleasant  business  here.  My 
professional  experience  has  taught  me  many 
valuable  practical  lessons,  and  I  should  be 
wanting  in  duty  towards  my  country,  and 
probably  imperilling  your  already  painful 
position,  were  I  to  suffer  you  to  venture  upon 
explanations,  or  any  exposition  connected 
with  the  unfortunate  business  that  has  called 
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me  here  to-day.  Suffice  it  to  say,  Major 
Grey,  that  I  have  had  a  long  conversation  with 
my  good  friend  Mr  Townsend,  on  the  grave 
offence  with  which  you  are  charged,  and  I  have 
now  left  no  other  option,  than  to  impose  upon 
myself  the  stern  duty  of  arresting  you  on  sus- 
picion of  causing  the  death  of  Constance  Tem- 
plar !  As  the  magistrates  have  made  special 
arrangements  to  sit  at  three  o'clock  this  after- 
noon at  the  Town  Hall,  your  unfortunate  case 
will  be  taken  without  any  loss  of  time." 

At  this  point,  the  J. P.  drew  forth  a  long  red 
silk  handkerchief,  and  loudly  blew  his  nose,  when 
the  drawing-room  door  immediately  opened,  and 
in  walked  two  detectives,  who  had  evidently 
been  waiting  on  the  landing  for  the  signal. 

"Men,"  said  Mr  Fairblow,  -''you  will  please 
take  into  custody  this  gentleman,  he  being 
charged  on  suspicion  of  being  concerned  in 
the  disappearance  of  Constance  Templar. 
You  will  conduct   the    prisoner   to    his   bed- 
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room,  where  you  will  search  him,  and  in 
his  presence  you  will  carefully  search  all 
boxes,  bags,  draw^ers,  writing-desks,  or  any 
property  that  may  belong  to  the  prisoner ; 
and  you  will  not  suffer  the  prisoner  to  make 
any  disclosures  without  duly  cautioning  him." 

One  of  the  detectives  drew  from  his  pocket 
a  pair  of  highly-polished  handcuffs  saying, — 

''  'Spose,  Mr  Fairblow,  we  must  do  our 
bounden  duty  ?  Capital  offence,  sir,  you 
know.  Demands  the  hutmost  j)revention 
against  haccidents." 

"  Ah — exactly — yes  ;  really  I  don't  know 
whether  it — " 

''What  the  d — 1  do  you  propose  doing 
with  those  bracelets  ? "  I  asked  ;  "  because 
if  you  imagine  that  you  are  going  to  adjust 
them  on  these  wrists,  you"  are  mistaken.  If 
either  of  you  men  venture  to  put  a  hand 
upon  me,  you  will  be  like  two  spread-eagles 
on   the    floor,    before    you    know   where   you 
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are."  And  I  drew  back  my  thundering  fist, 
in  imitation  of  what  they  may  expect.  The 
cowards  thought  I  meant  mischief,  for  they 
slunk  up  behind  the  two  J.P.'s.  "No,  no, 
none  of  that,"  T  continued.  ''  Come  with  me 
to  the  gun-room,  and  I  will  rig  you  out 
with  a  12-bore  central  each,  together  with 
four  cartridges  ;  and,  with  a  nondescript  and 
gun  on  either  side  of  me,  I  will  walk,  yes 
walk,  every  step  of  the  way  to  the  Town 
Hall,  with  a  placard  on  my  back,  '  arrested  ! '" 

•'  Keep  up  your  spirits,  Oliver,  my  boy,"  said 
Mr  Townsend,  as  I  was  about  to  be  led  away. 

"  I  have  nothiug,  my  dear  sir,  to  depress 
them,"  I  replied,  "except  the  loss — which  I 
trust  is  only  temporary — of  our  dear  mutual 
friend  Miss  Templar.  Have  no  anxiety  for 
me,  sir,  I  am  not  in  the  slightest  danger, — 
perfectly  bullet  proof!  Dear  Nora  is  gone 
to  the  Branscombs, — break  the  news  very 
gently  to  her ;  she  has  too  much  good  sense 
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to  let  this  unlooked-for  coincidence  cause 
lier  any  apprehension."  Then  turning  to  the 
J.P.  I  continued, — "  Now,  sir,  I  am  quite 
ready,  and  will  thank  you  to  instruct  these 
timid  half-baked  fellows  to  do  their  duty." 

"Ah — yes — exactly.     I — " 

I  heard  no  more.  Mr  Townsend  accompanied 
me  (I  should  say  us)  to  the  hall.  I  turned 
towards  him  saying,  in  a  loud  voice, — 

"  Tell  Nora,  sir,  that  I  have  not  suffered  these 
limbs  of  the  law  to  j)ut  a  hand  upon  me.  Should 
they,  I  may  then  be  tried  for  a  serious  offence." 

"  My  poor  Nora ! "  murmured  Mr  Towns- 
end  ;  ''  trouble,  trouble,  trouble,  for  her  again 
— seemingly  no  end  to  it.  You  can  rely  upon 
my  doing  all  that  is  necessary,  my  dear  boy. 
I  shall  be  at  the  Town  Hall  in  due  time,  with 
my  agent.  The  solicitor  to  the  estate  wull 
appear  on  your  behalf ;  and  bail,  if  necessary, 
to  any  amount,  will  be  forthcoming." 

"Not  at  all,  sir;   I  positively  decline  any 


Arrested.  207 


such  assistance.  I  will  take  upon  myself 
the  responsibility  of  being  my  own  advocate. 
As  far  as  I  am  concerned,  the  thing  is  in  a 
nutshell.  Being  perfectly  innocent,  I  see  no 
breakers  ahead ;  and  as  to  bail,  why,  until 
the  atmosphere  in  which  I  am  now  sur- 
rounded is  purified,  by  clearing  away  the 
foul  suspicion  that  naturally  enough  clings 
to  me,  I  think  it  is  very  problematical 
whether  the  magistrates  will  grant  it." 

''  You  will  excuse  me,  gentlemen,"  said  one  of 
the  officers  in  charge  (who,  by-the-bye,  had  re- 
cently left  a  farm  to  "better  himself"),  "but  it  is 
my  dooty,  according  to  strict  borders,  to  caution 
you,  for  you  be  a- talking  a  great  deal,  and  some 
on  it  may  be  hused  in  hevidence  against  you." 

"  Shut  up,  you  idiot,"  I  replied  ;  "  you  are 
only  fit  for  the  plough." 

After  my  boxes  were  searched,  I  passed 
through  the  hall,  supported  on  either  side  by 
the  breechloaders.      I   caught   sight   of  poor 
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old  Leonard  at  the  still-room  door,  and  saw- 
bumping  tears  rolling  down  his  honest  face. 

"  Mind,  Leonard,"  I  called  out,  "  and  place 
a  knife  and  fork  for  me  to-day,  for  I  hope  to 
dine  at  the  Castle." 

All  I  heard  was,  "  Lord  love  his  dear  heart." 
No  persuasion  could  induce  me  to  be  taken 
to  the  Town  Hall  in  a  carriage.  I  was  con- 
sequently conducted  by  my  escort,  with 
shoulder  arms,  through  the  great  park,  and 
several  villages,  picking  up  on  the  w^ay,  as  a 
matter  of  course,  a  number  of  inquisitive 
followers,  until  there  was  an  assemblage  of 
at  least  a  hundred  men,  w^omen,  and  chil- 
dren ;  and  it  w^as  most  amusing  to  hear  the 
remarks  of  some  of  them,  such  as  "  Poor 
feller!"  "He"  looks  a  rum  un,  Jack;" 
''  Shouldn't  like  to  meet  the  likes  of  he  on 
a  dark  night  ;  "  "  He's  that  furious  they  be 
'bliged  to  have  loaded  guns;"  "Poor  chap! 
he'll  sw^ing;  for  sartain  ; "    but  there  w^as  one 
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face  and  one  voice  that  was  familiar  to  me. 
I  recognised  Mrs  Grabb  of  the  ''  Catharine 
Wheel,"  who  called  out,  just  as  I  was  entering 
the  lock-up  adjoining  the  Town  Hall, — "  Keep 
up  your  sperits,  General ;  you'll  be  spared  yet 
to  take  the  name  of  Townsend." 

"  Not  one  word,  my  friend,  until  I  have 
negotiated  with  you  a  bottle  —  magnum,  if 
you  please — of  your  most  approved  vintage," 
said  Mr  Fairblow,  at  the  same  time  ramming 
a  bulky  pinch  of  snuff  up  his  nose  ;  "  flesh 
and  blood  can't  stand  the  strain  on  the 
nerves  any  longer,  without  a  '  pick  me  up  ; ' — 
completely  done,  sir  ; — liquidating  fast.  D — n 
it  all !  I've  got  through  the  dirty  work  at  last, 
and  suffered  much  in  the  doing  ; — a  nip  of 
your  '  undeniable '  will  simply  save  my  life." 

Mr  Townsend  requested  Leonard  to  decant 
a  bottle  of  the  finest  port  in  the  cellar,  and  to 
exercise  great  care  in  the  operation. 

VOL.  III.  o 
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"  That's  the  sort,  Townsend  "  (smacking  his 
lips)  ;  "  I  like  to  see  the  ruby  hang  about  the 
glass,  and  just  a  trifle  of  the  bee's  winri: 
bobbing  up  and  down.  Here's  your  health, 
sir,  and  may  good  fortune  attend  your  future 
son-in-law,  and  the  best  wish  that  occurs  to 
me  at  the  moment  is,  that  he  may  live  long, 
and  die  happy  ! — yes,  sir,  die  happy  !  " 

«•  Very  excellent  wish,  Fairblow :  nothing 
could  be  better.  By-the-bye,  that  is  a  favour- 
ite toast  of  my  precious  nephew's.  But,  now, 
tell  me  confidentially  what  do  you  think  of 
it  all  ?     Upon  my  soul,  I  am  very  unhappy." 

"  Fill  your  glass,  Townsend,  and  pass  the 
bottle  ;  throw  your  troubles  over  your  shoul- 
der ; — they  are  all  pleasures,  sir,  pleasures  in 
disguise,"  and  the  funny  little  J. P.  fawned 
his  nose  with  the  aroma  of  the  port ;  then  he 
sipped,  smacked  his  lips  with  an  air  of  a 
connoisseur,  fawned  again,  held  up  the  glass 
to  the  best    light,   and   surveyed  with    com- 
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placency  its  ruby  brightness.  "  Tip-top  !  "  he 
said  ;  ''  grand  !  fit  for  an  emperor  !  " 

"  What  do  you  think  about  this  wretched 
business  ?  "  again  ventured  poor  Townsend. 

"  Pass  the  bottle,  my  dear  friend,"  and 
elevating  the  glass  above  his  head,  the  J. P. 
submitted  the  health  of  the  heiress  of  Carthe- 
win,  saying, — "  I  hope  to  the  Lord  I  shall  be 
spared  and  allowed  the  privilege,  as  one  of 
your  oldest  and  dearest  friends,  to  propose 
the  bride  and  bridegroom's  health  in  this 
Castle  before  along.  Another  glass,  if  you 
please  —  thanks.  Now,  you  ask  me  what  I 
think  of  this  wretched  business  ; — innocent, 
sir,  innocent  as  a  baby  !  My  long  and  varied 
professional  experience  enables  me  to  say, 
without  qualification,  that  your  future  son- 
in-law  is  a  victim  to  one  of  those  unaccount- 
able concatenation  of  events  that  follow  one 
upon  another,  fitting  exactly,  and  dovetailing 
in  the  most   extraordinary  manner ;  and  yet 
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all  this  exists  without  any  solid  foundation  ; 
for  there  is  a  screw  loose  somewhere,  and  the 
machinery  won't  work." 

"Your  words,  Fairblow,  are,  in  a  sense, 
comforting ;  but  the  machinery  has  worked 
to  such  a  ]3itch  as  to  drag  my  dear  friend 
Grey — yes,  a  hero,  sir  !  a  host  in  himself ! 
— though  a  dirty  quagmire,  and — " 

''  Old  Greenbank  is  at  the  bottom  of  it  all, 
Townsend.  As  I  told  you  before,  he  is  '  dead 
nails '  upon  you  and  your  family,  and  is 
inwardly  glorying  at  the  prospect  of  a  good 
scpeeze  that  your  surroundings  may  get  ; 
besides,  a  little  bird  told  me  that  Mrs  Green- 
bank  (old  '  Quick  Silver '  as  I  call  her)  was  in 
high  dudgeon  because  your  good  wife  made 
a  remark  at  a  dinner-party  at  the  Cedars,  at 
which  there  were  some  'nabobs,'  to  the  effect 
that  she  did  not  look  upon  the  Greenbanks 
as  '  strictly  county.'  Little  more  of  the 
ruby,     Townsend  —  thanks  "      (elevates     his 
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glass)  ;  "it  certainly  is  grand  old  wine  ; — 
fit  for  a  prince  !  Apropos  of  Greenbank  : 
*  watch  it,'  I  will  take  the  wind  out  of  his 
sails  presently.  Now  for  a  crumb  of  com- 
fort, old  man "  (slapping  Mr  Townsend  on 
the  back)  ;  "  that  thundering  great  footprint 
in  Hollybush  Lane  is  not  that  of  your  noble 
and  gallant  friend.  Entre  nous,  I  have  been 
out  there  with  one  of  Grey's  boots.  Egad !  sir, 
his  foot  isn't  half  the  size  :  that  is  one  for 
Greenbank's  '  nob,'  for  I  know  the  beggar  is 
glorying  in  this  link  of  the  evidence.  In 
order  to  protect  your  interest,  I  have  placed 
a  policeman  to  watch  the  spot  night  and  day, 
and  to  preserve  the  impression  in  the  mud 
by  covering  the  place  with  a  box.  Alas  !  it 
is  too  true  as  to  the  footmarks  of  poor  Miss 
Templar,  and  the  appearance  of  a  great 
struggle  having  taken  place.  Another  bit  of 
information  has  come  to  my  knowledge," 
went  on  Mr  Fairblow,  "  through  a  deformed 
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girl  who  is  attached  to  a  tribe  of  lawless 
gipsies  who  are  always  hanging  about  the 
common,  aDd  whose  father  is,  or  was,  one 
of  the  most  desperate  pirates  on  the  Spanish 
coast.  That  fellow  has  been  recently  seen  in 
this  neighbourhood.  I  have  just  got  a  wee 
bit  of  scent,  and  that  is  all,  but  nothing  that 
will  justify  my  even  hinting  at  the  safety  of 
poor  Miss  Templar,  who,  I  greatly  fear,  is 
beyond  all  earthly  help.  Anyhow,  not  a 
stone  shall  be  left  unturned  by  me  ;  and  if  I 
should  be  fortunate  enough  to  scatter  to  the 
winds  the  foul  aspersions  that  will  be  brought 
forward  in  evidence  against  Grey,  and  I  get  him 
discharged,  egad  !  sir,  I  have  got  some  w^ork 
cut  out  for  the  Crimean  hero,  and —  One  more 
glass  of  the  cream  of  all  creams,  if  you  please 
— thanks,  balmy  nectar !  Grand  wine,  sure 
enough,  nothing  like  it  in  the  county." 

''  And — you  were  going  to    say  something 
else,  Fairblow,"  ventured  Mr  Townsend. 
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''  I  now  wish  you  a  very  good  morning, 
sir,"  responded  the  funny  little  J. P.  "  Per- 
haps I  have  already  said  more  than  I  am 
really  justified  in  saying.  Mind  three-thirty 
at  the  Town  Hall  !  I  am  open  to  become  bail, 
joint  and  several,  with  you  for  ten  thousand 
pounds.    Adieu  !    Eememberme  to  the  ladies." 

"  One  parting  word,  Fairblow,  after  giving 
me  the  staggers  :  you  have  well-nigh  saved 
me  from  a  fit  of  apoplexy.  As  long  as  I  have 
breath  in  my  body,  I  shall  never  forget  your 
goodness  to-day." 

"  Not  at  all,  old  man,"  said  Mr  Fairblow. 
"  If  you  attach  any  value  to  my  good  offices,  you 
will  still  number  me  amongst  your  firm  friends, 
and  occasionally  requite  me  with  a  further  tap  of 
that  port  ;  tip-top,  and  fit  for  the  Lord  Mayor  ! " 

Fairblow  drank  his  last  drop  of  the  mag- 
num, smacked  his  lips,  seized  his  gold- 
mounted  cane,  departed,  and  strutted  through 
the  park  on  very  good  terms  with  himself. 
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HARD    WOKDS. 

"  Well,  I  never  ! "  said  Mabel  Branscomb  ; 
"  whoever  would  have  dreamt  of  those  horrid 
limbs  of  the  law  pouncing  down  upon  poor 
Major  Grey  ; — really,  though,  I  am  awfully 
sorry  to  see  the — ahem  !  I  suppose  I  may 
be  permitted  to  say  the  bridegroom  elect — 
so  roughly  treated." 

"  Oh,  Mabel,  dear,"  said  Gertrude,  pinking 
considerably,  "is  it  not  cruel  ?  We  are  all 
thoroughly  worn  out  with  anxiety.  Alas  !  first 
poor  dear  mamma  is  in  a  most  distressing 
state  of  health ;  then  came  the  mysterious 
disappearance  of  our  beloved  friend  Con- 
stance ;   and  lastly,   as  it  were  to   make    our 
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cup  of  sorrow  run  over,  they  have  taken 
away — " 

''The  coming  bridegroom  !  "  said  the  bounc- 
ing Miss  Branscomb,  smiling  suggestively. 

"  Mabel,  dear,  if  you  wish  to  forfeit  my 
sister's  friendship,  I  don't  know  a  surer  way 
of  accomplishing  your  purpose  than  making 
reference  to — " 

"  Not  at  all,  dear,"  interrupted  Mabel, 
^*  don't  say  another  w^ord.  Ahem  ! — I  know 
— yes.  A  little  bird  told  me.  Eeally,  though 
— no  joking — it's  a  case,  is  it  not  ? "  and  the 
inquisitive  girl  put  her  arm  round  Gertrude's 
waist,  and  coaxingly  patted  her  face.  "Eh, 
Gerty  ?  Entre  nous,  of  course,  don't  you 
know." 

"  Yes,  Mabel,  they  are  at  last  affianced." 

"Well,  I'm  blessed  if  I  didn't  think  so,  by 
Nora's  manner  this  morning  at  the  Vicarage  ; 
but  mamma  won't  have  it  at  any  price  ;  she 
says  '  it's  all  twaddle.'  " 
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"  Why  so  much  suq^rise  ?  "  asked  Gertrude  ,- 
^'  it  was  manifest  to  my  mind  from  the  com- 
mencement." 

"  The  fact  is,"  said  Miss  Branscomb,  *'  when 
one  sees  such  an  awfully  jolly  fellow  as  that 
Grey,  one  expects  to  see  a  little  spooneyism 
o;oino^  on." 

"  A  little  what  ?  " 

*'  Oh  you  lively  creature,  you  modest,  inno- 
cent lamb,  you  tiny  fledgling, — ignorant,  of 
course.  Were  I  asked  to  clearly  define  what 
I  call  spooneyism,  I  should  say  'tis  when  a 
fellow  makes  the  '  running '  with  you." 

**  Makes  the  what  ?  "  asked  Gertrude. 

"  When  he  is  dodging  you  everywhere ; — 
slopes  away  with  you  at  picnics  ; — adjusts  on 
one's  bosom  the  most  highly-scented  and 
expensive  hothouse  flowers  ; — picks  up  every- 
thing you  let  fall  (I  often  let  things  fall 
on  purpose) ; — selects  one  for  all  the  best 
dances,   regardless   of  others  ;    when  he  puts 
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on  the  screw  with  his  arm  round  one's  waist — 
a  little  squeeze,  don't  you  know — in  the  waltz  ; 
midnight  suppers,  and  the  sparkling  '  fiz ' ; 
looking  into  each  other's  eyes  ;  making  an 
appointment  for  next  day — Lor  bless  you, 
child !  and  a  hundred  other  ways  by  which 
a  girl  can  tell  if  a  fellow  is  spooney  on  her." 

"  Indeed  I  "  said  Gertrude  archly.  "  In 
point  of  fact,  he  does  everything  but  pop 
the  question." 

"  Yes — exactly  ;  as  mamma  says,  that  is 
the  bother.  No  go  in  the  fellows  now-a-days,. 
except  up  to  a  certain  point.  They  seldom 
think  of  touching  the  knocker.  When  in 
close  proximity  to  it,  they  shy  off  like  a 
horse  at  a  rolling;  cask  in  the  road  ;  then  one 
has  to  g;o  throug:h  the  whole  thino;  ag;ain, — 
try  some  '  fresher  fields  and  pastures  new,' — 
same  old  story,  then  off  he  goes — always 
jumps  up  behind  some  precious  parent,  so 
to    speak,    as    an    excuse  ; — by-and-by,    there 
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we  are,  if  you  please,  bang  up  on  the  shelf, 
and  the  mater  is  down  upon  one  like  '  any- 
thing : '  she  says  'tis  all  one's  own  fault. 
Dress  how  one  may,  ride  to  hounds,  talk, 
play,  and  sing,  ever  so  well,  it  is  all  the  same. 
But  apropos  of  your  step-sister,  my  dear, 
she  was  born  both  lucky  and  rich,  with 
an  exorbitant  silver  spoon  in  her  mouth  ; 
but  how,  when,  and  where  those  twain  have 
done  their  courting  business,  it  is  a  riddle 
to  all  of  us.  People  did  say,  don't  you  know, 
that  Grey  was  engaged  to  poor  Constance, 
and  that  she  loved  him  down  to  ground — 
indeed,  that  is  why  the  dear  old  boy  has 
been  arrested.  This  I  learn  from  papa,  who 
is  moving  heaven  and  earth,  as  it  were,  to 
pull  him  out  of  the  mess." 

"  Fear  not,  it  is  only  a  temporary  matter," 
and  Gertrude  sighed. 

*'  There  ;  I  do  believe  you  are  half  in 
love  with  Major  Grey  yourself,"  said  Mabel, 
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poking  lier  friend  good-temperedly  in  the 
ribs. 

"  Indeed  I  am  not  ;  far  from  it ;  I  have  too 
much  love  for  Nora." 

"■  Joking  apart,  Gerty,  he  is  an  awfully 
jolly  fellow.  If  one  cared  about  going  in 
for  avoirdupois,  he  is  just  the  man  for  me, 
don't  you  know^  ?  " 

"  You  don't  say  so,"  responded  Gertrude, 
with  surprise,  and  a  touch  of  disgust. 

''  Oh,  deary  me,  no  such  luck.  I  say, 
Gerty,  didn't  you  tell  me  that  your  Cousin 
Cuthbert  w^as  coming  here  to-day  ?  " 

"  He  arrived  an  hour  since  ;  came  down 
from  town  specially  to  help  us  all  in  this 
wretched  business." 

"  What  does  he  say  about  it  ? "  asked 
Mabel. 

"  Shakes  his  head,  shrugs  his  shoulders, 
and  looks,  all  over,  dismal." 

"  From   what  vour  mamma    once  told  me, 
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Oerty,  I  always  thought  Nora  was  booked 
for  Mr  Eodway,  and  Constance  for  Grey." 

"  Did  you  ?  " 

*'  On  my  word  I  did,"  responded  Mabel. 

''How  funny  if  —  but  here  come  father 
and  my  cousin.  Take  care,  Mabel,  what  you 
say ;  papa  is  very  touchy,  and  not  in  the 
best  of  tempers  just  now." 

"  I  vote  I  cut,"  said  Mabel ;  "  family  matters, 
I  expect ;  see  you  again  to-morrow ;  better 
news  then,  I  hope  ;  best  wishes  to  Nora, 
congratulations,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing, 
don't  you  know — ta,  ta,"  and  the  bouncing 
Miss  Branscomb  gathered  up  her  drapery  and 
made  for  the  garden,  via  the  backstairs. 

"  Gerty,  dear,"  said  Mr  Townsend,  who 
then  appeared,  looking  daggers,  "  take  a 
run  in  the  park,  and  join  Nora  ;  I  wish  to 
be  alone  with  Cuthbert  for  a  while." 

Exit  Gertrude,  pursing  up  her  mouth 
considerably. 
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"I  am  awfully  sorry  to  see  you  all  in  so 
much  trouble,  uncle,"  said  Eoclway,  throwing 
himself  carelessly  into  an  arm-chair ;  ''  it  is 
something  fearful  to  contemplate,  and  no 
error." 

Then  Cuthbert  stared  at  a  pattern  in  the 
carpet  in  an  abstracted  manner.  It  did  not 
require  a  keen  observer  to  note  the  remark- 
able change  that  had  occurred  within  the 
past  few  months  in  his  physical  condition  : 
hlase,  untidy,  dejected,  careworn,  and  morose 
are  the  characteristic  terms  by  which  a  clear 
perception  of  his  state  can  be  arrived  at. 

"  Grief  seldom  enters  a  house,  Cuthbert, 
without  leaving  a  shadow  behind,"  said  Mr 
Townsend,  half  sorrowfully  and  half  con- 
temptuously. 

"  Eight  you  are,  sir,"  responded  Eodway, 
biting  the  back  of  his  nails ;  but  he  didn't 
read  between  the  lines  of  Mr  Townsend's 
remark.       "  People    are    saying    ugly   things, 
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uncle,  about  Major  Grey.  The  last  stage 
on  the  coach  I  felt  so  disgusted  at  the  ob- 
servations of  some  of  the  travellers,  that  I 
was  as  near  as  a  *  toucher  '  pitching  one  '  beg- 
gar' off  the  box-seat." 

"They  may  simply  say  whatever  they  like," 
replied  Mr  Townsend.  "  The  time,  I  think, 
is  not  far  distant  when  the  tables  will  be 
turned." 

"What  tables,"  thought  Cuthbert,  and  he 
replied,  somewhat  discomposed, — 

"  I  only  trust  poor  Constance  will  turn  up, 
either  dead  or  alive  ;  though  one  can  hardly 
expect  she  will  turn  up  alive,  without  she  is 
gone  clean  mad,  and  bolted.  If  it  be  true 
what  every  second  person  one  meets  with 
says,  that  she  was  over  head  and  ears  in 
love  with  Grey,  and  that  at  the  eleventh 
hour  he  threw  her  off  for  Nora,  why  then 
one  cannot  wonder  at  a  sensitive  woman  like 
Miss  Templar  taking  a  '  header '  somewhere ; 
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if  so,  likely  enough  she  is  gone  out  with 
the  tide  ;  you  may  depend  upon  that,  uncle  ; 
but  I  am  awfully  sorry  about  the  poor  girl, 
if  she  took  it  to  heart  so  much  as  all  that. 
As  for  Grey,  well,  the  least  I  say  about 
him,  uncle,  the  better,  since  you  have  con- 
sented to  his  marriage  with  Nora,  which  I 
consider  an  ill-assorted  alliance." 

"And  may  I  ask,  sir,  what  grounds  you 
have  for  thus  expressing  such  an  opinion 
in  my  presence  ? "  said  !Mr  Townsend,  looking 
furious. 

*'I  hate  recrimination,"  responded  Cuthbert. 
"  No  good  can  now  arise,  uncle,  out  of  a  dis- 
cussion in  this  domestic  matter ;  suffice  it  to 
say,  as  my  dear  aunt  well  knew,  I  adored 
Nora.  On  three  distinct  occasions,  with  Mrs 
Townsend's  approval,  I  made  overtures  to  my 
cousin,  with  the  most  honourable  view  to  an 
alliance,  which  my  connection  with  your  family 

and  my  position  in  the  county  justified." 
VOL.  III.  p 
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"  Well,  I'll  be  hanged  if  that  is  not  a 
cool  admission  ! "  said  Mr  Townsend,  turning 
rubicund.  '  *  Are  you  aware,  sir,  that  it  w> 
usual,  in  cases  of  this  kind,  first  to  confer 
with  the  father  of  a  lady  with  whom  you 
wish  to  form  an  alliance.  Common  decency 
— nay,  one  would  have  thought  that  the 
ordinary  conventionalities  of  society,  to  say 
nothing  of  your  connection  with  the  family, 
would  have  directed  you  aright ;  instead  of 
which,  sir,  according  to  your  own  admission, 
you  were  mean  enough  to  clandestinely  sub- 
mit proposals  to  my  daughter  twice  after 
having  been  rejected.  If  ever  Nora  showed 
her  good  sense,  it  was  when  she  absolutely 
determined  to  have  nothing  whatever  to  do 
wdth  such  a  worthless  scamp  !  There,  sir,  now 
you  have  it.  I  have  longed  for  an  opportunity 
of  speaking  thus :  it  has  been  boiling  within 
me  for  some  time  ;  and  you  have  this  morning 
added  a  heap  of  coals  to  a  hot  fire." 
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"My  dear  aunt  would  not  have  thus  spoken 
to  me,  uncle — never ! "  and  Kodway  turned 
white. 

"  Not  thus  have  spoken  ! "  repeated  Mr 
Townsend.  ''Why,  you  infernal  rascal,  in 
that  book,  sir "  (dashes  bank  -  book  on  the 
table),  "which  is  a  copy  of  my  wife's  trans- 
actions in  account  with  Messrs &  Com- 
pany, of  Lombard  Street,  may  be  seen  the 
traces  of  her  madness.  You  have  driven 
her  mad,  sir,  with  your  financial  intrigues, 
of  which  I  knew  nothing;  until  last  month, 
when  I  was  called  upon  to  make  good  a 
deficit  of  several  thousand  pounds." 

"  True,  uncle,  I  met  with  losses,  and  I 
naturally  went  to  my  aunt  for  a  little  assist- 
ance, which  I  am  now  most  sorry  for." 

"  Sorry  be  hanged  !  you  not  only  went  to 
my  dear  wife  for  plunder  to  satisfy  your 
rascally  betting  creditors,  your  frivolity  and 
sensuality — yes,    sir,   sensuality — don't  frown 
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at  me — all  these  vices  combined ;  as  I  said 
before,  not  content  with  this,  but  forsooth 
you  must  try,  by  a  most  damnable  cunning 
device,  to  endeavour  to  ensnare  my  beloved 
girl,  and  encompass  her  and  her  fortune 
within  the  meshes  of  your  wretched  sur- 
roundings ! " 

"  If  you  have  no  better  ojDinion  of  me  than 
this,  uncle,  the  sooner  I  leave  the  Castle  the 
better." 

"  Don't,  for  Heaven's  sake,  call  me  uncle  ;  the 
Lord  be  praised,  you  are  no  nephew  of  mine. 
I  should  be  most  grieved  to  know  that  one 
drop  of  my  blood  ran  in  your  veins  ;  and 
I  would  rather  have  followed  ni}^  beloved 
daughter  to  her  grave,  than  through  the 
churchyard  to  her  marriage  with  you — yes,  sir, 
on  my  soul  I  would." 

"  Well,  Mr  Townsend,  flesh  and  blood  can- 
not stand  such  insults  as  I  have  experienced 
this  morning.     That  I  have  been  unfortunate, 
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I   admit ;    that  my  aunt   has   financially  as- 
sisted  me  to    a  great  extent,    I    also    admit, 
but  to  say  that  I  endeavoured  to  lay  out  a 
scheme  that  would  involve  and  ruin  dear  Nora, 
is  a  wicked  lie  ;    and  such  lies  have  been  pro- 
pagated  to   do   me   an  injury.      I   shall  now 
hasten  back  to  town.     I  came  down  with  the 
specific  object  of  pulling  an  oar  with  you,  in 
the  hope  of  being  of  some  assistance  in  clear- 
ing up  this  mysterious  and  painful  afi"air, — 
and  what  do    I  find  ? — my   own  connections 
dead  against  me,  turning  me  completely  out 
of  the  Castle,  and  that  adventurer  (for  he  is 
nothing   more)    installed    in    my  place.     But 
don't  be  too  sure  about  his  release.    If  you  only 
knew  what    I  know  ;   I   could  a  tale   unfold  ; 
however,  the  only  harm    I   wish  him  is  that 
he    may   long   remain    in   prison.     Now,    sir, 
that  is  a  '  Roland  for  your  Oliver.'     My  valet 
shall  pack  my  boxes  at  once.     Happily  my  in- 
come is  enough,  without  asking  assistance  from 
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your  mine  of  wealth.  Old  Eeady-money  Eod- 
way  didn't  forget  me  in  his  settlements — ha  ! 
ha  !  ha  !  I  wish  you  good  morning,  sir  ;  I  wish 
you  joy  of  the  jail-bird,  and  the  approaching 
festivities,  which  may  be,  if  I  am  not  mis- 
taken, of  a  different  character  to  wdiat  you 
anticipate.  Now  I  will  visit  my  dear  aunt, 
perhaps  for  the  last  time." 

"  Or  w^hat  is  left  of  her,  you  unmitigated 
rascal,"  added  Mr  Townsend,  walking  out  of 
the  room,  and  slamming  the  door  with  great 
force  behind  him. 

"  Gerty,  dear,  I  am  off,"  said  Cuthbert,  as  he 
met  his  cousin  on  the  staircase. 

'^  Off  where  '{  " 

''  Back  to  town." 

"  Nonsense  !     Why,  what's  up,  Cuth  ?  " 

"  D— 1  of  a  row." 

'*  With  whom  ?  " 

"  Why,  with  your  father." 

"You  are  joking,"  said  Gertrude. 
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''  True,  by  Jove  !  " 

"  What  is  it  all  about,  cousin  ? " 

"  Money  matters." 

"  Hard  up,  Cuth,  again  ?  If  you  are,  I  can 
stand  a  few  guineas,  which  I  have  in  my  box ; 
and  as  for  Nora,  she  can  do  the  thin^  un- 
limited,  I  know." 

''  Bless  your  little  soul,  Gerty,  you  are  as 
true  as  all  your  gold, — and  truer,  for  you 
have  no  alloy — not  one  particle.  Were  I 
starving,  I  would  not  eat  one  mouthful  in  this 
hateful  place  until  your  father  apologises  for 
what  he  said  to  me  this  morning  ;  but  I  know 
who  is  at  the  bottom  of  it  all," 

*'Who,  dear  Cuthbert  ? " 

*'  Why,  that  long  '  ramrod '  in  the  lock- 
up." 

'*  Oh,  fie  !  Cuthbert,  ^e  ! — that  is,  I  know, 
a  cruel  untruth.  I  never  heard  Major  Grey 
speak  unkindly  of  anyone  in  my  life  :  how- 
ever bad  he  may  be,  he  always  has  an  excuse 
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for  them  ;  and  he  has  many  times  '  stuck  up ' 
for  you  like  '  anything  !  '  " 

"  I  will  tell  you  the  whole  history  some 
day,  Gerty.     Can  I  see  aunt  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  yes,"  sighed  Gertrude  ;  ''  but  it  is  very 
doubtful  whether  she  will  know  you.  She  did 
not  recognise  me  this  morning  ;  she  is  getting 
daily  worse,  and  sometimes  very  violent  with 
her  attendant." 

Mrs  Townsend  was  seated  in  an  arm-chair 
in  her  boudoir,  and  Prudence,  her  maid,  was 
fanning  her,  when  Cuthbert  Eodway  alone 
was  announced. 

"  Well,  dear  aunt,  however  are  you  ? "  and 
he  took  a  chair  by  her  side,  and  held  her  long 
white  fingers  in  his  hand  ;  "  don't  you  know 
me,  dear?" 

"Who?"  replied  Mrs  Townsend,  in  an  un- 
concerned tone. 

'*  Cuth  ! — your  nephew." 

"  Cuss,  my  nephew  ? "  she  said. 
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"No,  aunt  ;  Cuth — Cuthbert  Eodway,  your 

Then  Mrs  Townsend  put  her  hand  to  her 
forehead,  and,  with  a  vacant  stare,  said, — 

"Try  Eobarts  &  Company,  my  dear — try 
Eobarts, — they  will  cash  it,  were  it  for  five  thou- 
sand pounds  more.  Take  it  short, — a  few  hun- 
dreds, tens,  fives,  and  fifty  in  gold — no  silver." 

"  Good  heavens  !  "  said  Eodway  to  him- 
self ;   ''  mad — mad  as  a  hatter." 

"  Price  of  Consols,"  she  continued,  "  92| 
cum.  dividend — 91i  ex  dividend — ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 
I  sold  out  just  in  time.  Do  you  know  that  I 
am  going  to  be  married  ? — yes,  going  to  be 
married  ;  this  young  woman  is  preparing  all 
my  fine  linen  :  she  gets  up  fine  linen  splen- 
didly. Old  Coutts  going  to  be  trustee  under 
marriage  settlements, — thirty  thousand  pounds 
Consols  ;  twenty  thousand  pounds,  South  Sea 
Stock — ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  Try  Lombard  Street, — ■ 
cash  the  cheque  for  twice  the  amount." 
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"  Who  on  earth  are  you  going  to  marry, 
aunt  ?  "  ventured  Eodway,  not  knowing  what 
to  say. 

"Mr  Noah,  sir." 

"  What  Noah,  dear  aunt  ?  " 

"  What  Noah  ?— ha  !  ha  !  ha  !— what  Noah  ? 
Why,  the  traditional  Noah, — dear  old  Noah  of 
the  ark." 

"  Eeally  !  "  gasj)ed  Eodway. 

"  Fact,  I  assure  you  ;  a  better  man  never 
lived.  Going  to  bank  at  Coutts',  in  the  Strand. 
Wish  old  Eobarts  good-mornino;.  We  shall 
build  a  mansion  of  gopher  wood  in  the  park. 
Nora  is  to  be  my  lady's-maid — ha !  ha  !  ha  ! 
What  fun, — glorious  reality  !  What  did  you 
say  was  the  price  of  Three  per  Cents.  ?  Confess 
to  old  Branscomb,  indeed  ! — shall  do  nothing 
of  the  kind  :  don't  believe  in  the  confessional. 
Have  my  bank-book  made  up  close  ;  send  it 
on,  please,  under  cover,  marked  private,  as 
Godfrey  Townsend  is  gone  over  to  the  great 
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majority, — and  lie  is  doing  very  well,  I  hear 
— doing  very  well.  First  try  Eobarts,  then 
Coutts— ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  " 

Cuthbert  conld  not  stand  it  any  longer. 
He  knew  perfectly  well  that  every  word 
Godfrey  Townsend  said  was  too  true, —  he 
had  been  the  means  of  driving  his  aunt  mad. 
His  career,  of  late,  had  become  notorious  ;  his 
position  was  getting  from  bad  to  worse, — dis- 
sipated, reckless,  and  desperate,  beloved  only 
by  those  vampires  who  hang  about  the  gam- 
bling-hells, and  who  fared  sumptuously  every 
day  on  his  means, — so  long,  only,  as  his 
pockets  were  well  lined  with  bank  notes  ; 
when  there  were  visible  indications  of  low- 
water  mark,  all  facial  friendship,  like  the  coin, 
went  out  with  the  tide.  Truly  it  is  written, 
that  a  man  is  known  and  judged  by  his 
associates. 

"  I  came  to  wish  you  good-bye,  dear  aunt> 
for  I  am  leaving  to-day." 
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Mrs  Townsend  turned  sharply  round  to  her 
maid,  and  said, — 

"  Prudence,  give  the  gentleman  all  the  fine 
linen  that  you  have  marked  :  he  will  take  it 
with  him  to  the  ark,  and  Mr  Noah  will  look 
after  it  until  we  are  united.  Dear  fellow,  old 
Noah  ! — small  hands  and  feet,  long  beard, 
very  presentable,  and  '  strictly  county  ' — ha  ! 
ha !  ha !  It  is  not  overdrawn,  I  tell  you. 
Those  two  cheques  are  forgeries, — not  like  my 
signature  one  bit.  Who  wrote  them,  do  you 
ask  ? — ha  I  ha  !  ha  !  I  know,  but  I  won't  tell — 
yes,  I  will ;  it  was  Cuthbert  Eodway — he 
id  ways  looked  like  a  cake  not  turned." 

Eodway  at  this  point  trembled  like  a  leaf, 
— it  was  too  much  for  him  ;  the  climax  had 
arrived.  Pressing  his  aunt's  hand  to  his  lips, 
he  rushed  out  of  the  room,  and  in  less  than 
one  hour  was  on  the  road  to . 


CHAPTER     XXIX. 


THE    CLIMAX. 

The  writer  must  now  take  those  interested  in 
this  narrative  back  to  the  Robbers'  Refuge.  It 
is  a  painful  story  to  be  told  ;  but  it  has  to 
be  dealt  wdth,  and  that  too  in  its  entirety, 
with  all  its  fearful  and  heartrending  surround- 
ings, and  in  language  by  no  means  pleasant. 
We  are  not  now  in  those  beautiful  American 
gardens  of  which  we  have  spoken,  with  the 
rays  of  the  setting  sun  casting  golden  tints 
on  all  around,  or  lounging  on  moss-covered 
banks,  with  the  little  song-bird  overhead  ;  the 
glassy  lake  at  one's  feet,  on  which  the  Egyptian 
lilies  repose,  and  the  wdiite  swans,  with  their 
wealth    of    plumage,     majestically    breasting 
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the  stream  ;  and  where  all  nature  appears 
wrapped  in  an  eternal  spring.  No,  we  are 
again  in  the  damp,  dusky  hole,  where  no  rays 
of  sunshine  for  centuries  have  fallen  ;  where 
slimy  walls  attract  toads,  frogs,  and  lizards 
green ;  where  bats  fly  noiselessly  in  and  out, 
and  cling  in  clusters  to  the  vaulted  roof,  and 
where  the  water-rat  lurks  for  safety.  No 
busy  hum  of  insect  life,  save  the  spider's  tick, 
tick,  tick,  can  be  heard  ;  no  song  of  blackbird, 
thrush,  or  lark,  delight  the  ear.  All  is  damp, 
dusky,  foul,  and  dreary,  with  a  sepulchral  and 
loathsome  smell  j)ervading  the  air.  And  here, 
in  this  infernal  region,  surrounded  by  most 
desperate  characters,  poor  Constance  Templar 
remains  a  prisoner,  closely  watched  day  and 
nio:ht.  The  roseate  hue  on  her  cheeks  has 
faded  away  ;  her  black  hair,  like  tlie  prisoner 
of  Chillon's, 

"  Turned  white 
In  a  sinde  niorht." 
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The  frao-rant  bloom  has  become  blio^hted, 
impregnated  with  the  foul  atmosphere  and 
rough  usage  ;  it  is  now  drooping  slowly  and 
surely  away,  but  the  germ  of  that  flower  can 
never  die,  the  springtide  of  that  beautiful 
life  will  flow  on  higher  and  higher,  until  it 
reaches  the  safe  harbour  where  lasting  happi- 
ness can  only  be  found. 

Again  let  us  draw  near  to  this  lonely, 
wretched  heart,  close  to  that  ashy  pale  and 
sunken  face,  and  share,  so  to  speak,  with  her 
some  of  the  anguish  with  which  her  frail 
nature  is  charged.  Let  us  listen,  as  it  were, 
to  the  reading  of  her  mind,  as  she  soliloquises. 

"  To-morrow — yes,  to-morrow,  I  am  to 
die.  In  the  hours  of  midnight  I  overheard 
the  verdict  from  the  foul  lips  of  the  comino- 
murderer.  I  already  seem  to  feel  the  grasp  of 
the  executioner's  rough  hand.  0  merciful 
God  !  have  compassion  on  me  !  Help,  oh,  help 
and    confound   the   wicked    devices    of  these 


240  A  Vi7'gin  Widow. 

cruel  men  !  Yes,  I  heard,  in  drunken  accents,, 
the  hideous  crime  that  is  about  to  be  enacted 
to-morrow  night ;  when  the  great  golden  moon 
climbs  into  the  dusky  firmament,  and  I 
have  to  look  upon  it  for  the  last  time. 
Drowned,  oh,  horror !  drowned  like  a  dog. 
0  Lord,  thy  almighty,  all-powerful  hand 
can  save !  '  Deliver  me  out  of  the  mire.' 
'Let  me  not  sink.'  'Let  not  the  water- 
flood  overflow  me,  neither  let  the  deep 
swallow^  me  up,'  "  and  Constance  continued. 
"  Yes,  by  a  most  strange  coincidence,  I 
have  been  mistaken  for  Nora,  seized,  and 
carried  here.  If  there  is  one  circumstance 
that  will  add  a  few  drops  of  balm  to  this 
terror-stricken  heart,  it  is  the  knowledge  of 
the  fact  that  fate  has  directed  me  to  fill  the 
place  of  that  svv'eet  life.  To  save  hers,  poor 
child,  I  freely  lay  down  my  own.  But,  0 
Heaven  !  will  no  one  come  to  rescue  me  ?  0 
cruel  fate  !  what  have  I  done  to  deserve  such 
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chastisment !  A  victim  I  am  to  a  monster's 
revenge  ;  yes,  a  revenge  sweeter  to  him  than 
liis  life,  which  he  now  risks.  If  he  could 
but  have  abducted  dearest  Nora,  and  mur- 
dered her,  his  bloodthirsty  soul  would  have 
been  satisfied.  Surely  the  great  God  of  all 
creation  will  not  sufi'er  His  law  to  remain 
unfulfilled,  for  He  hath  said,  '  Vengeance 
is  mine.' " 

And  bead  drops  coursed  from  Constance's 
temples  as  she  pondered  over  the  inevitable 
that  appeared  in  front  of  her  miserable  ex- 
istence. She  wrote  on  slips  of  paper  a  short 
account  of  her  trials  and  impending  fate, 
and  deposited  them  in  various  places,  in  the 
liope  that  some  day  they  may  be  discovered, 
and  the  murderers  brought  to  justice.  Al- 
though Giant  Bill  had  promised  that  not 
a  hair  of  Constance's  head  should  be  hurt,  if 
he  could  avoid  it,  still  that  conjunction  "if" 

was    a   slender   thread   on    which    to    cling. 
VOL.  III.  0. 
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Of  late  the  robber  had  become  more  reticent 
— more  surly,  and  less  inclined  to  bestow 
upon  her  even  one  crumb  of  comfort,  in  the 
shape  of  hope.  Often  Constance  importuned 
him  respecting  her  liberty  and  safety,  and 
promised  a  large  reward ;  but  the  man  of 
Philistine  proportions  gravely  shook  his  head, 
and  pointed  to  the  next  room,  where  Joe 
invariably  sat  drinking,  smoking,  and  curs- 
ing. It  more  than  once  occurred  to  Constance 
that  the  reward  for  effectually  disposing  of 
her  life  had  been  greatly  increased, — that 
faithless  Satan  had  again  appeared  upon  the 
scene,  and,  with  a  glittering  display  of  gold, 
flourished  his  allurements  effectually  before 
his  pupil's  eyes,  and  won  him  back  ! 

The  wretched  girl  pondered  over  it  all, 
and  prayed  fervently  that  the  robbers  might 
be  forgiven  the  crime  they  were  about  to 
commit, — for  the  temptation  was  great.  Still, 
she  clung  to  the  great  ruffian, — all  her  hopes, 
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slender  as  tliey  appeared,  were  centred  in 
this  man's  ability  to  save  her  :  he  had  pro- 
tected her  more  than  once  against  the  attacks 
of  his  less  scrupulous  ally,  who  would,  un- 
doubtedly, have  offered  indignities,  but  for 
the  courage  of  this  daring  pirate,  who  mani- 
festly had  some  redeeming  points  in  his  savage 
nature,  the  key  to  which  Constance  found  in 
appealing  to  him,  and  making  reference  to 
his  own  wife  and  child.  Nevertheless,  the 
outlook  was  terrible  to  contemplate.  He  had 
accepted  her  valuable  jewellery.  He  had  taken 
the  large  reward  of  some  villain  to  dispose 
of  her  life ;  and  although  the  robber  had 
never  made  any  allusion  to  the  wretch,  other 
than  the  "  orenelraan,"  still  there  were  sus- 
jDicious  circumstances  that  pointed  in  one 
direction,  aud  one  only — but,  for  the  present, 
the  writer  must  forbear  touchino-  even  the 
fringe,  so  to  speak,  of  this  person. 

Constance   Templar  thought  of   her   happy 
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home  ;  the  days  of  her  childhood  ;  her  be- 
loved companions ;  her  useful  work  in  the 
Ked-Cross  service,  all  fading  slowly  and 
surely  away ;  the  watery  grave  closing  over 
her.  She  also  thought  of  putting  aside  the 
old  life  for  a  new  one  ;  now  clinging  with 
great  tenacity  to  this  brief  existence  and  all 
its  allurements. 

As  the  day  wore  on,  and  no  sign  of  re- 
lief came,  expectation  darkened  to  despair, 
tears  fell  burningly  over  her  delicate  face. 
Then  came  other  joys,  joys  that  all  pious 
people  feel  at  the  happy  prospect  of  being  re- 
united to  long-lost  beloved  relations  and  dear 
companions ;  and  thus  grief,  joy,  disappoint- 
ment, hope,  and  despair  waged  war  with  eacb 
other  ; — hope  of  eternal  things  triumphed,  van- 
quishing despair,  and  in  a  happy,  peaceful 
frame  of  mind  Constance  fell  asleep,  thor- 
oughly worn  out,  where  for  the  present  we 
will   leave    her,  and  turn  to   other  scenes   in 
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the    adjoining   chamber, —  scenes    of    quite    a 
different  character. 

"  Bah,  you  fool !  "  said  Joe,  within  himself, 
as  with  bleared  eyes  he  glared  at  his  com- 
rade, who  was  stretched  at  full  length  on  the 
bare  ground  fast  asleep  ;  "  for  five  days  and 
%N^  nights  thou  hast  kept  awake,  but  thou  art 
collared  at  last :  blessed  nature  has  fought  it 
out  with  thee,  and  bate  thee  hollow.  Thou 
hast  kept  awake  to  save  that  wench  in  yonder 
room  :  now  you  are  both  in  my  clutches.  Thy 
pockets  are  crammed  with  notes,  gold,  and 
the  gal's  jewellery  :  all  are  now  within  my 
reach.  Thy  giant  limbs  lie  helpless  by  thy 
side  :  yer  life  is  in  my  hands ;  and  the  gal  is 
my  own  to  do  what  I  like  w^ith.  But  yer  time 
aint  come  yet,  Billy,  my  boy, — revenge  is 
sweet.  I  have  sworn  to  be  revenged  for  that 
journey  when  you  sent  me  flying  across  the 
gal's  room  t'other  night,  almost  breaking  my 
collar  bone,  ha  !  ha  !    Later  on,  when  the  moon 
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is  up,  I'll  take  thy  life — yes,  at  a  spot  more 
convenient  than  this,  where  I  can  shift  thy 
bulky  carcase  along  with  the  gal's,  and  where 
hand-in-hand  you  can  go  out  wdth  the  tide 
together,  and  dance  an  Irish  jig  on  the  water 
by  moonlight.  Yes,  this  revolver  shall  do 
the  trick,  and  it  tells  no  ugly  tales.  I'll 
relieve  you,  Billy,  my  boy,  of  all  yer  troubles  ; 
and,  what  is  more,  I  will  relieve  yer  of  all  yer 
coin,  and  take  care  of  it  for  thee — until  you 
call  on  your  return  journey  !  Bah  !  you  sleep- 
ing toad,  my  stakes  are  now  doubled,  and 
yours  not  worth  a  rag.  Yes,  'tis  worth  going 
for  —  money —  money  — money —  gold,  notes, 
and  jewellery.  All — all  are  mine.  Yes,  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye,  to-night  thou  shalt  sleep 
sounder  than  this,  on  a  softer  bed — softer  than 
feathers — rocked  in  a  cradle,  with  plenty  of 
water  to  quench  yer  thirst,  and  oysters  to  feed 
on.  Yes,  revenge  is  sweet,  but  thy  coin 
sweeter  still.    Where  I  shall  send  thee,  no  tales 
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are  told  ;  the  tide  runs  five  knots  over  the  bar, 
and  swift  will  be  yer  passage.  My  fortune  is 
made — the  genelmau  won't  risk  his  blessed  neck 
— the  game  is  in  my  own  hands  Ah,  snore 
on,  Billy,  my  boy.  Vengeance,  lad — I've  sworn 
to  be  revenged.  This  is  yer  last  sleep  this  side 
of  the  water  ;  make  much  on  it ;  I  woiddn't  dis- 
turb yer  for  worlds  ;  thou' It  wake  up  next  time 
I  puts  yer  to  sleep,  maybe,  in  mid-channel. 
And  you  and  the  gal  will  shine  like  a  light- 
house. Bah  !  sleep  on.  Elephant  Bill,  sleep 
on,  and  I  will  go  and  see  what  the  wrench 
is  doing,  and  whether  her  temper  is  still 
bad,"  and  this  atrocious  villain  first  finished 
the  contents  of  the  rum  bottle,  and  then 
crept  softly  to  Constance's  door,  drew  the 
rusty  bolt,  walked  in,  and  turned  the  lock 
after  him,  with  a  key  which  he  had  in  his 
pocket.  The  sound  instantly  fell  on  Con- 
stance Templar's  ear,  and,  springing  to  her 
feet,  exclaimed, — 
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"  Ah,  villain !  can  you  not  leave  me  to 
myself  until  to-morrow  niglit,  the  appointed 
time  ?  " 

"  I  came,  my  dear,  to  inquire  arter  your 
health,  and  I've  brought  yer  some  cake  and 
wine,  and  yer  mother's  blessing." 

Constance  shuddered,  as  she  cried,  with 
hands  clasped, — 

'*  My  beloved  mother,  if — if — if  you  could 
only  look  upon  your  poor  wretched  child  ! " 

"  Now,  my  little  lamb,  you  will  be  happier 
presently,  'cause  we  be  going  to  take  yer  to 
better  quarters,  when  the  moon  is  u^d." 

"  Anything,  oh,  anything  is  better  than 
this  wretched  place — yes,  death  is  j^referable." 
"  You  shall  have  fresh  life,  my  dear  ; — a 
warm  and  snugger  corner  to  sleep  in ;  a  softer 
bed  to  lie  on,  my  little  lamb ;  better  pro- 
visions ;  and  white  clean  clothing,  and  some 
scented  soap  to  wash  with,  my  dear ;  yes,  all 
free  I'-ratis  for  nothing^ — ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  " 
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"  Monster,  you  lie  !  you  tell  a  cruel  lie  ;  '* 
and  then  Constance  murmured  softly  to  her- 
self, "  I  trust  some  portion  may  be  true  :  a 
rich  reward,"  and  she  pointed  towards  heaven. 
"  I  always  tells  the  truth,  my  love,  and 
shames  the  d — 1,"  continued  Joe. 

"Leave  me,  monster,  I  hate  the  very  sight 
of  you  !  Though  I  know  that  my  life  is  in 
your  hands,  I  ask  no  favour  of  such  a  wretch. 
Leave  me,  I  say,  unlock  that  door,  and,  where- 
soever thou  goest,  I  will  follow  thee — yes,  to 
the  brink  of  the  grave  that  thou  hast  so 
cruelly  dug  for  me." 

*'  Wo  I  wo  !  w^o  !  my  little  blackbird,  you 
sings  as  sweet  as  a  nightingal.  Now  tip  us  a 
lock  of  yer  hair  this  time,  and  make  not  no 
fuss,  as  I  may  show  the  dear  genelman  what's 
a  provided  the  nice  new  home  for  yer." 

And  the  robber  again  drew  from  his  pocket 
the  long  thin-bladed  knife,  which  he  sharpened 
on  his  hand  significantly. 
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'*  Wretcli !  "  screamed  Constance  ;  *'  ere  I 
give  thee  what  you  ask,  unfasten  that  door, 
I  will  follow  thee,  I  say,  to  my  grave,  where 
you  can  take  what  you  require — yes,  every 
lock  I  have,  but  first  open  that — " 

Ere  the  sentence  was  concluded,  there  came 
a  thundering  crash,  the  lock  and  all  the 
fastenings  of  the  door  gave  way  before  the 
ponderous  frame  of  Giant  Bill,  as  he  dashed 
into  the  room,  and,  with  a  roar  like  a  lion, 
said, — 

"  Did  I  not  tell  thee,  Joe,  that  not  a  hair  of 
her  head  should  be  hurt  ?  What  art  thou 
doing;  to  the  o;al  ?  " 

Joe  slunk  into  the  corner  of  the  room, 
evidently  expecting  a  crushing  shake  up, 
which  he  knew  his  comrade  capable  of  in- 
flicting ;  then  he  muttered, — 

"  I  warn't  a-doing  anything  to  the  little 
gal  ;  I  loves  her  too  much,  that's  what  I  does. 
But  I  was  just  a-hasking  her  to  tip  me  a  lock 
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of  her  hair  for  the  genelman  who  has  provided 
for  her  such  a  nice  home." 

''  All  right,  Joe  ;  no  harm  done,  I  see  ;  but 
why  the  d — 1  did  you  lock  that  door  %  " 

''  I  warn't  a-thinking.  Billy,  what  I  was 
a- doing." 

''  Curse  it  all,  I've  slept  four  hours,"  said 
Bill,  rubbing  his  eyes,  andlookingat  his  watch. 

"  Thy  next  sleep  shall  be  for  ever,"  muttered 
Joe  to  himself,  and  he  ground  his  teeth  as  he 
left  the  room. 

"  Oh,  do  save  me  !  "  cried  Constance,  and 
tears  filled  her  eyes  as  she  implored  Bill  to 
protect  her  from  the  persistent  insults  of 
his  comrade. 

"  Dry  up  your  tears,  my  little  gal ;  as  Joe 
says,  we  be  going  to  take  you  to  a  better 
lodging  in  a  couple  of  hours'  time,  and  clear 
you  out  of  this  damp,  dismal  hole." 

"  Ah  !  "  sighed  Constance,  "  it  matters  little 
now ;  the    mischief  is    complete ;    the    damp^ 
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foul,  loathsome  air  of  this  place  has  done  its 
'  deadly  night-shade '  work,  and  penetrated 
the  marrow  of  my  bones  ;  it  matters  little 
now  —  too  late  —  too  late  —  take  me  when 
you  will." 

Joe  looked  in  again  at  the  door,  and  said, — 

''  You  must  pack  up  your  portmanteau  and 
trunks,  my  dear  ;  we  shall  soon  be  on  the 
trot  ;  and  sweet  William  here  will  look  arter 
your  comforts.  He  is  a  genelman  of  great 
experience,  and  quite  the  ladies'  man — ha  ! 
ha !  ha  !  "  and  he  slunk  away,  swearing  to 
be  reveno^ed. 

"  Oh,  save  me,  dear,  dear,  kind  Bill,"  im- 
plored Constance,  clinging  to  the  rough  and 
w^rinkled  hand  of  the  robber. 

And  Giant  Bill's  massive  head  sank  again 
on  his  broad  chest,  and  he  muttered  "  Curse, 
curse  the  money  !  "  then  raising  himself  to  his 
towering  height,  he  looked  down  compassion- 
ately on  the  miserable  girl,  and  placing  his 


The  Climax.  253 


ponderous  liand  on  her  head,  said,  in  a  sub- 
dued voice, — 

'•  I  have  sworn,  gal,  that  not  a  hair  of  thy 
head  shall  be  hurt,  if  I  can  help  it ;  twice  I 
have  kept  my  word — the  third  and  last  time 
is  close  at  hand.  Two  hours  more,  and  the 
moon  will  be  up ;  prepare,  gal,  for  the  worst. 
I  can  promise  nothing,  but  have  courage, 
little  wench,  have  courage,"  and  Giant  Bill 
stalked  out  of  the  room. 

"  Gone,  gone,  gone,  again,"  said  Constance; 
''my  only  earthly  hope — my  refuge.  Oh, 
merciful  Lord,  have  pity  on  me  ! "  Then 
buryiug  her  head  in  her  delicate  hands,  she 
knelt  down  by  her  impromptu  couch  for  the 
last  time,  and  offered  up  a  fervent  prayer ! 

Joe  was  sittino'  over  the  smouldering'  logs 
of  wood  smoking  his  pipe,  and  in  deep  thought, 
when  Bill  entered. 

"  Well,"  said  Bill,  "  as  I  told  thee  before, 
Joe,  I  don't  like  the  job,  and  I  often  wish  I 


2  54  ^  Virgin  Widow. 

never  had  a  hand  in  the  dirty  work.  How- 
somever,  we  have  taken  the  genelman's 
money,  and  we  must  do  the  business  in  a 
proper  sort  of  manner." 

"  In  course  we  must,  Billy,  my  boy." 

"  AVell,  now,  Joe,  'tis  just  this.  I  likes  the 
little  gal — that's  what  I  does — for  she  has 
touched  my  hard  heart  with  the  tip  of  her 
tongue  more  than  once,  and  I  feels  a  choking 
sensation  ever  since,  which  I  can't  get  rid  of." 

''Bah,  you  fool!  thou'lt  feel  a  choking 
sensation  with  a  rope  round  yer  neck,  if  you 
turns  tail." 

"  No,  Joe,  I  don't  intend  to  turn  tail,  as 
3^ou  calls  it ;  but  if  the  gal  has  to  be  '  cooked,' 
let  us  '  cook '  her  as  soon  as  possible,  and  with 
little  pain.  I  vote  we  cover  her  with  the 
horse-cloth  as  before,  then  flip  her  up  on  our 
shoulders,  and  run  her  down  to  the  break- 
water under  Pope's  point,  and  drop  her  in 
at  once." 
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"  Tip-top,  Billy,  my  boy,  tip  us  yer  hand ; 
now  you  talks  like  a  sensible  feller  ;  before,  I 
thought  you  an  idiot  fresh  from  Bedlam." 

''  Another  thing,  Joe  ;  I  don't  want  to  hear 
any  more  of  her  fine  speechifying  :  it  takes 
all  the  wind  out  of  my  sails  ;  and  as  she's  got 
to  be  '  cooked,'  let  us  be  up  and  doing." 

"  Ha  !  ha !  ha  !  and  make  a  mermaid  of 
her,  Bill,  eh  ?  and  two  genelmen  of  us.  Bill, 
eh  ?  Money,  money,  money,  we  have  got  the 
*  swag,'  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a  piece, 
and  another  cool  hundred  we  are  to  have  at 
the  hut  at  Crowsfoot  arter  the  job  is  finished. 
The  genelman  promised  to  meet  us  both  at 
twelve  to-night ;  arter  that,  he  bargains  that 
we  shall  leave  the  country  for  ever.  He  says 
there  be  no  danger,  as  all  the  folk  thinks  that 
the  little  o;al  has  drowned  herself  cause  the 
tall  genelman  jilted  her,  and  then  cut  away 
with  another  woman,  the  squire's  daughter, 
who  we  ougrht  to  a  '  nobbled '  instead  of  this 
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one.  Lucky  wench  that,  Billy,  my  boy.  Now, 
tip  us  the  bottle,  and  let  us  drink  to  the 
little  gal,  and  a  safe  journey  to  her  across  the 
channel — ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  I  say,  Bill,  mind  and 
take  care  of  your  money,  my  lad." 

"  Never  fear,  man,  leave  me  alone  for  that ; 
but  now  to  business.  The  time  is  nearly  up, 
and  the  moon  is  skulking  behind  some  black 
clouds.  First  of  all,  run  to  the  well  and  draw 
a  jug  of  water,  for  we  had  better  finish  this 
last  bottle  of  rum  ;  arter  that,  pack  up  your 
little  traps.  I  shall  only  return  here  for  an 
hour  or  so  ;  then  I  shall  make  straight  for 
Liverpool,  and  ship  by  first  vessel  to  Spain  ; 
but  we  must  not  leave  a  scrap  behind  us  to 
tell  tales." 

"  Eight  you  are,  Billy  ;  I  joins  my  old 
woman  at  Plymouth  arter  I  have  collared  the 
other  hundred  from  the  genelman.  My  crickey  I 
Bill,  how  he  do  drink,  to  be  sure, — a  bottle  of 
brandy  at  a  sitting  ; "  and  seizing  the  jug,  Joe 
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went  for  the  water,  which  he  had  to  draw 
from  a  deep  well  at  the  extreme  end  of  the 
ruins.  Giant  Bill,  as  was  always  his  custom 
(to  ensure  safety)  let  him  through  the  trap- 
door, and  as  Joe  disappeared  round  the  walls 
of  the  east  tower,  a  gipsy  girl,  greatly  de- 
formed, crawled  from  beneath  a  large  bush 
of  gorse. 

''  Euth,"  said  Bill. 

"  All  right,  father." 

"  Well  done,  wench,  as  ever,  brave  as  a 
lion." 

"  But  weak  as  a  lamb,  father." 

"  Nay,  wench,  drink  deep  of  this  rum  ;  it 
will  give  thee  new  life,  and  fit  thee  for  thy 
work  ;  canst  thou  carry  it  through,  child  ? 
mind,  the  danger  is  great,  and  the  sea  runs 
high  to-night." 

"  Never  fear,  father,  I  have  a  special  licence 
given  two  hours  since  from  the  queen,  to  do 
all  the  work  allotted  to  me.     See  here  these 
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three    phial  bottles,   sealed   and   containing — ■ 

First,— 

An  adder's  tongue,  and  viper's  heart, 
Mixed  to  make  a  villain  smart. 

Second, — 

Six  drops  of  blood,  and  murderer's  curse, 
^  Mixed  to  save  a  '  Red-Cross  nurse.' 

Third,— 

Mad  dogs'  foam — and  tears  from  slaves, 
Mixed  to  save  me  from  the  waves." 

"  Brave  wench  ! "  said  Bill,   "  if  thou  canst 
but  carry  this  through,  thy  fortune  is  made." 
"  And,"  responded  Kuth, — 

"  An  angel  from  heaven  is  saved  !  " 

"  Are  you  sure,  gal,  thou  knowest  thy 
work?  Eemember  thou  art  my  child — my 
only  child  I " 

"Thy  child!  Ha!  ha!  ha!  with  a 
hump  on  my  back  !  and  crooked  legs  !  Thy 
child  !    a  giant's  child !      Shame   on  thee  to 
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have  lianded  me  down  in  siicli  a  form  :  yet 
I  do  love  thee  so,  my  own  dear  father ! " 

Tears  rolled  down  the  bronzed  and  wrinkled 
face  of  the  outlaw,  and  splashed  on  his  child's 
forehead,  as  she  looked  up  to  him.  At  that 
moment  Joe's  step  was  heard  in  the  distance. 

"Now,  gal,  cpick  as  lightning,  act  cauti- 
ously, and  speak  only  by  signs."  And  the 
piece  of  deformity  hurried  down  the  circular 
stone  steps ;  the  rusty  bolt  of  Constance's 
room  was  quietly  drawn — Euth  entered — the 
door  closed, — and  all  within  was  as  silent  as 
the  grave. 

"Well,  Joey,  my  boy,  what  a  time  you 
have  been." 

"Curse  the  well!"  said  Joe;  "the  wheel 
wouldn't  act,  and  I  well  nigh  slipped  head- 
long in.     Hark  !  what  noise  did  I  hear  ?  " 

"  Leave  the  gal  alone,  Joe,  I  think  she's  pray- 
ing. She  smells  a  rat,  and  knows  'tis  all  up  with 
her.     Let  her  spend  her  last  moments  in  peace." 
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"  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  "  laughed  Joe  ;  "  whilst  we 
mixes  a  parting  glass,  Bill,  and  finishes  up 
this  'ere  last  bottle  o'  rum — tip  us  your  hand, 
lad,  we've  worked  hard,  and  kept  our  precious 
necks  out  of  the  noose.  I  hope  the  course  is 
clear,  Bill,  and  none  of  those  infernal  shepherds 
knocking  about.  I  will  run  round  and  see  for 
myself:  you  get  everything  in  readiness." 

*'  Leave  that  to  me,"  said  Bill ;  ''  I  can  man- 
age the  gal  better  than  you  ;  I  will  carry  her 
as  far  as  Lulsey  Wood,  and  you  can  take  her 
to  the  breakwater." 

"  Mind,  Billy,  none  of  your  tricks  upon 
travellers  ;  we  both  drops  her,  mind,  into  the 
briny  :  yes,  both  at  one  time." 

"  Honour  bright,  Joe,  I  intend  to  do  my 
share  and  my  duty  to  the  genelman  :  yes,  like 
a  man,  Joe  ;  but,  look  here,  my  boy,  afore  we 
makes  the  splash,  we  had  better  slip  off  her 
hair,  as  you  wants  some  for  the  genelman  ? " 

"  No  !  no  !  "  said  Joe,  "  the  confounded  hair 
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may  hang  both  on  us  !  I'll  not  touch  it  ! 
If  she  is  found  knocking  about  the  coast, 
the  crowner  s  'quest  will  be  '  found  drowned,' 
or  *  tempory  'sanity.'  " 

''Perhaps  you  are  right  after  all,  Joe.  Now 
to  work ;  see  that  the  course  is  clear ;  give  the 
signal  at  the  top  of  the  steps, — then  meet  me 
at  the  bottom,  for  the  gal  is  lumpy." 

Bill  seized  the  rug  ;  entered  the  other  apart- 
ment— Constance  lay  stretched  at  full  length 
under  the  couch,  and  partly  hidden  with  broken 
boxes  and  leaves — Euth  was  kneeling  down. 

The  robber  whispered, — "  For  Heaven's 
sake,  lie  still,  gal — still  as  death,  until  I  or  my 
wench  returns." 

''  I  would  rather  die,"  said  Constance, 
"  than  harm  should  come  to  this  poor  girl." 

"Poor,  I  am  not!"  said  Euth.  "The  cpeen 
ruled  my  planet  last  night — I  am  rich — I  am 
queen  of  the  May,  queen  of  the  young  May 
moon  ;  yes, — 
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Queen  of  the  sea, 

For  I  shall  save  thee  ! " 

As  Joe's  heavy  step  was  heard  entering  the 
doorway,  Giant  Bill  threw  the  rug  over  Kuth, 
entirely   enveloping   her,   securing   it  with  a 
cord.      At   that   moment  Constance    (by   ar- 
rangement), screamed  out  "  Wretches  !  "  stifled 
sobs   were  then  heard  beneath  the   covering, 
and  Euth  was  lifted  on  the  shoulders  of  the 
stalwart   men,    and    carried    away   with    the 
greatest  ease,  Joe  remarking  that  the  gal  had 
lost  a  couple  of  stone  since  they  last  picked 
her  up.     The  distance  they  had  to  travel  was 
under  two  miles — now  and  then  they  rested 
awhile  to  take  breath — but  Bill  insisted  on 
not  allowing  the  covering  to   be  removed,  as 
he  said  there  would  sure  to  be  a  scene ;  sobs 
and  sighs  could  be  faintly  heard,  and  now  and 
then  a  little  struggle.     On  arriving  at  Lulsey 
Wood,  Joe  took  the  burden  on  his  own  broad 
shoulders.     Onward  the  villain  went,  crloatino; 
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over  the  prospect  of  achieving  his  purpose,  and 
possessing  his  comrade's  share  of  the  reward. 

The  moon  shone  brightly,  and  shed  her  soft 
silvery  rays  on  the  bosom  of  the  sea,  indicating, 
as  it  were,  an  endless  pathway  on  the  ocean 
deep.  The  roar  of  the  water  as  it  lashed  the 
rock-bound  shore,  carrying  with  each  receding 
wave  countless  pebbles  from  the  beach,  gave 
forth  a  monotonous  sound ; — all  else  was  still, 
save  the  black-cap  warbler  in  Lulsey  Wood, 
fillino:  the  silent  air  with  his  delicious  notes. 
Onward  the  robbers  moved  with  their  human 
freight,  crossed  the  pebble  beach  and  slippery 
weed,  falling  twice  in  their  attempt  to  reach  the 
breakwater.  Not  a  word  was  spoken, — but  sobs, 
sighs,  and  stifled  cries,  could  be  faintly  heard. 

"  Now  don't  ye  cry,  my  little  darling," 
said  the  robber  Joe  ;  "  it  will  soon  be  all  over," 
and  he  deposited  his  load  on  a  bed  of  weed, 
and  wiped  the  perspiration  which  was  stream- 
ing   down    his    face.     Then,    as    it   were,    a 
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heavenly  voice  came  from  beneath  the  rug,  in 
wild  but  beautiful  accents, — 

"  '  There  is  a  happy  land,  far,  far  away.'" 

"  She's  gone  mad.  Bill  !  mad — mad.  Take 
care,  lad,  that  we  don't  drop  the  rug  into  the 
sea  :  it  will  hang  us,  man,  for  sartain.  Now 
then,  are  you  ready?" 

"  Yes." 

^'Sure?" 

"Quite." 

In  one  moment  there  was  a  complete  trans- 
formation scene  of  the  surroundings — a  fearful 
scream  was  heard — the  rug  was  thrown  off  by 
Euth,  assisted  by  Bill — the  girl  rushed  to  the 
edge  of  the  breakwater,  and  before  Joe  had 
time  to  recover  himself,  head-foremost  she 
plunged  into  the  deep  sea,  disappearing  below 
the  crested  waves,  which  closed  over  her — but 
Euth,  rising  immediately  to  the  surface,  struck 
out  vigorously  for  the  headland  or    "  Shag " 
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Eock,  which  is  a  mile  and  a  half  below  the 
breakwater,  the  tide  carrying  her  at  a  great  pace ; 
but  the  girl,  like  a  cork,  rose  on  the  crested 
waves  in  fine  form,  the  beams  of  the  moon 
shinino'  now  and  then  on  her  naked  shoulders. 

At  that  moment,  from  behind  a  rock, 
close  to  where  Euth  jumped  in,  rose  two 
men,  one  in  stature  almost  a  match  for  the 
Philistine  robber. 

"Ah,  wretch,  traitor  —  I  am  betrayed!" 
roared  Joe.  "  Curse  you  " — bang — "  take 
that  "  —  bang  —  "  and  that  —  you  Judas 
'Scariot  ! "  and  Giant  Bill  reeled  backwards 
several  paces,  then  fell  with  a  heavy  thud  on 
the  weed-covered  shore. 

And  I,  Oliver  Grey,  grappled  with  my  man. 
With  both  hands  I  seized  the  villain  by  the 
throat,  my  faithful  valet  having  first  wrenched 
the  revolver  from  him. 

"Curtis,"  I  cried  out,  "look  after  the 
wounded, fellow  ;  leave  this  wretch  to  me." 
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I  found  that  I  had  my  match,  for  Joe  was 
good  on  his  feet  amongst  the  slippery  weed, 
and  as  strong  as  a  lion  ;  but  my  life-long 
training  in  gymnastics  and  wrestling  served 
me  at  this  moment :   I  had  him  in  a  vice. 

"  Let  me  go,"  groaned  Joe;  "  I  am  choking; 
do  you  want  to  kill  me  ? "  and  he  made  a  des- 
perate attempt  to  seize  a  long  clasp-knife 
which  he  had  in  his  pocket. 

"  I  am  going  to  drown  you,  you  villain  !  "  I 
exclaimed,  "  unless  you  tell  me  this  instant 
who  employed  you  to  do  this  horrible  deed." 

"  Never  !  "  he  shouted. 

"  You  won't  ? " 

"  Never  ;   cursed  if  I  do  !  " 

''  Then  I  will  drown  you  like  a  rat,"  and  a 
desperate  struggle  for  life  followed.  Backward 
inch  by  inch  I  bore  him,  falling  twice,  rolling 
over  each  other,  up  again,  then  down  ;  but  I 
never  let  go  the  first  grip  I  took.  The  sea  was 
now  lashing  our  feet,  and  boilino-  around  us  ; 
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then  to  our  knees,  then  up  to  our  waists,  almost 
liftino:  us  with  the  swell ; — down  I  forced  the 
brute's  head  under  the  water,  and  held  him 
there  for  some  time. 

"  Will  you  confess  now,  you  rascal  ?  "  I  asked, 
lifting  him  up. 

"  Ne — ne — never  !  curse  you  !  "  he  replied, 
— and  another  desperate  struggle  took  place  : 
it  was  for  life  or  death.  Down  went  his  head 
and  shoulders  once  more,  with  a  powerful 
leverao'e  which  I  put  on. 

O  J- 

"  Will  you  now  confess,  you  blackguard  ?  " 
"Never  !  0  Billy,  help  !  help  !  murder  !  " 
''  Then  I  will  finish  you — yes,  drown  you 
like  a  dog." 

And  I  thrust  him  again  beneath  the  white 
foam  that  lashed  furiously  around  us.  Fearing 
from  the  dead  weight  on  my  arms  that  he  was 
really  going  to  slip  out  of  my  hands  into 
another  world,  I  once  more,  and  for  the  last 
time,  raised  his  head. 
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''  Do  you  confess,  you  brute  ?  " 

"  Save — save — ye — yes, — the  gen — the — 
genelman,"  he  gasped. 

"  What  gentleman  ? " 

"  Eo— Eo— Eodway  I  " 

A  gurgling  noise  in  his  throat  followed, 
and  the  robber's  head  fell  helpless  on  his 
breast.  I  hailed  Curtis  for  assistance,  and 
we  dragged  the  wretched  fellow  on  the 
pebble  beach,  unfastened  his  collar,  and  took 
the  usual  means  to  restore  animation, — but  all 
to  no  purpose,  our  united  efforts  were  unavail- 
ing ;  once  he  gasped  out,  in  a  voice  scarcely 
audible,  "  Money — money," — then  breathed 
his  last,  and  I  became  sensible  of  the  grave 
responsibility  I  had  incurred  in  taking  the  law 
into  my  own  hands,  and  putting  the  wretch  out 
of  the  book  of  life  ;  but  my  excitement  and  de- 
termination to  make  the  would-be  assassin  con- 
fess urged  me  to  extremities  which,  in  calmer 
moments,  I  should  have  thought  better  of. 
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"■  What  about  the  other  man,  Curtis  ? "  I 
asked. 

"  Sure  then,  master,  I  fear  he  is  dying ;  be 
quick,  sir,  for  he  needs  help  ;  I  have  staunched 
the  blood  of  two  ugly  wounds  in  his  breast 
and  propped  him  up  on  the  bank,  but  he  is  as 
heavy  as  a  bullock." 

I  ran  up  to  him. 

*'  How  is  it  with  you  ?  "  I  asked. 

''  Tell  the  little  gal,  sir,  I  fulfilled  my  promise 
that  not  a  hair  of  her  head  should  be  hurt." 

"All  this,  my  poor  fellow,  comes  of  the 
first  false  step  you  took:  but  undoubtedly  you 
have  saved  the  young  lady's  life,  and — " 

"And  her  honour,"  gasped  Giant  Bill. 

'"'  The  Lord  be  praised ! "  I  responded. 
*'How  about  your  daughter,  my  man  ;  do  you 
think  she  is  safe  ;  where  can  we  go  to  her  ?  " 

"  Never  fear,  her  23hials  will  save  her ;  no 
sea  could  drown  that  child ;  she  can  swim  like 
a  shark,  and  she  made  straight  with  the  tide 
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for  yon  headland  below  Shag  Eock,  where  the 
queen  of  the  gipsies  awaits  her  with  a  cart ; 
from  there  they  will  make  a  dash  for  the  Ee- 
fuge,  and  before  you  have  finished  your  work 
to-night,  sir,  that  blessed  girl  of  mine  will 
have  finished  hers,  and  handed  the  gal  over 
safe  and  sound  at  Carthewin  Castle,  and  I 
shall  be  in  distant  lands :  all  has  been  cut 
and  dried  long  ago." 

"  Bless  her  young  soul,"  I  responded. 

I  then  examined  the  giant's  wounds,  felt  his 
pulse,  and  administered  some  brandy  from  my 
flask. 

"  My  poor  fellow,"  I  said,  "  you  are  going 
to  die." 

*'  Ha  1  ha !  we  must  all  do  that  some  time 
or  other,"  he  replied,  in  a  feeble  voice.  "  I 
have  some  comforts,  sir,  to  feed  on  and  refresh 
me  on  my  journey,  bad  fellow  as  I  have  been 
all  my  life.  First,  I  watched  you  drown  that 
reptile  like  a  dog, — yes,  by  inches,  slowly  and 
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surely  ; — in  the  next  place,  I  has  the  comfort 
a  knowing  that  I  saved  the  poor  little  wench 
what  I  helped  to  take  away,  all  for  the  cursed 
money  ; — and,  last  of  all,  I  knows  that  the  little 
black-eyed  gal  will  never  let  my  poor  deformed 
child,  or  her  mother,  want  a  bit  o'  bread." 

"  No,  she  shall  never  want,"  I  replied.  ''  But 
tell  me,  my  poor  dying  man,  ere  it  be  too  late, 
who  prompted  you  to  attempt  this  awful  w^ork'? 
Curtis,  you  listen,  and  take  down  his  dying 
deposition." 

"  Who  prompted  me  ?  " 

*'  Yes,  who  tempted  you  ? " 

"The  devil,  sir." 

*'  And  who  aided  the  devil  in  his  devilish 
work  %  Speak  in  short  sentences,  for  you  are 
dying  fast." 

"■  Cuthbert  Eodway,  sir." 

''  Horror  !     When  ?  " 

*'  On  and  off  for  several  months." 

''  Have  you  been  paid  by  him  1 " 
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"  Yes,  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  of  his 
cursed  money  in  my  breeches'  pocket  at  this 
moment,  and  the  like  sum  in  that  dead  reptile's 
pocket.  See  how  the  brute  grins  in  the  moon- 
light, but  'tis  t'other  side  of  his  mouth  though 
—ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  " 

"  When  did  you  last  see  this  Eodway  ?  " 

"  My  mate  did  all  the  money  business,  whilst 
I  Tvatched  over  the  poor  gal ;  and  I  did  too, 
and  no  mistake." 

"  AVhere  is  Eodway  likely  to  be  found? 
Here,  pull  at  the  brandy  flask." 

I  felt  that  he  was  sinking^. 

*'  At  the  mud  hut  in  the  valley  at  the  bottom 
of  Crowsfoot  Hill ;  we  had  to  meet  him  there 
at  twelve  to-nioiit  to  collar  another  hundred 

o 

each,  and  to  convince  him  the  job  was  finished.'^ 
"Oh,  horror!"   I  exclaimed:    "horrible  to 

think  of!" 

"  And  horribler,  yer  honour,   if  I  had  not 

stuck  to  the  little  gal." 
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**By  that  act,  my  poor  fellow,  you  have 
probably  saved  your  soul.  Now  one  w^ord 
more.  Do  you  know  anything  about  an  at- 
tempted assassination  of  a  gentleman  some 
time  since  at  Carthewin  Castle  ? " 

*'  In  course  I  do." 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  be  quick  and  tell  me." 

"  I_I_I,  well  I—" 

A  pause.  I  gave  him  more  brandy ;  and 
raised  his  drooping  head. 

**  Well,  my  poor  fellow  ?     Speak  quickly." 

"  I — I — I  fired  that  shot,  sir,  and  could 
have  swore  I  drilled  you." 

""  Good  heavens  !  you  fired  it  ?  " 

'*  Yes — God  forgive  me." 

"  At  whose  request  ?  " 

"  Same  man." 

*'  What  man  ?  " 

"  Eodway,  sir." 

*•  For  money  ?  " 

*'  One  hundred  yeller  boys  if  I  killed  you, 
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fifty,  hit  or  miss.  I  was  dead  on  yer,  sir, 
but  the  gal  by  yer  side  bobbed  her  head  in 
the  way.     I— I— I—" 

'^  I  what  ? "  I  asked. 

''I  hopes  you  will  forgive  me,  sir,  and  I 
hopes  you  will  look  arter  my  poor  child. 
She's  lost  her  father  in  this  job." 

**Poor  creature,"  I  replied,  "from  my  heart 
I  pity  you.  I  swear  that  neither  your  wife  nor 
daughter  shall  ever  want,  as  long  as  I  or  mine 
have  the  means  of  helping  them." 

Giant  Bill  thrust  his  hand  into  his  pocket, 
drew  out  a  roll  of  notes,  in  which  were  folded 
some  sovereigns  and  Constance's  jewellery ; 
then  throwing  them  from  him  with  disgust, 
said, — 

''  Curse  the  money,  it  has  been  my  ruin,  and 
cause  of  my  death — " 

At  this  point  he  turned  round  his  huge 
body,  groaned  once,  gasped  three  times,  and 
Giant  Bill  was  no  more  ! 
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"  Dead,  sir — dead  as  a  door  nail,  sir,"  said 
my  servant  Curtis. 

''  Now,  Curtis,  be  quick,  man,  take  the  con- 
tents from  the  men's  pockets,  and  wrap  them 
in  a  handkerchief;  then  lay  both  the  bodies 
side  by  side,  cover  them  over  lightly  with 
some  seaweed,  and  let  us  make  for  the  mud 
hut  at  Crowsfoot  Hill  as  fast  as  possible.  Not 
a  moment  must  be  lost ;  I  know  the  place 
well — it  is  a  g;ood  two  miles  from  here  ;  I  re- 
member  shooting  over  the  cover  with  one  of 
Mr  Townsend's  keepers." 

"  Sure,  then,  in  all  my  blessed  experience, 
the  like  of  to-night  I  never  heard  or  read  of ; 
and  here  we  are  in  the  very  thick  of  it ;  'tis 
enough  to  make  one's  very  hair  stand  on  end. 
Egad  !  master,  that  drowning  scene  I  shall 
never  to  the  day  of  my  death  forget ;  he 
was  the  strongest  fellow  I  ever  saw  ye  catch 
hold  of,  and  ye  have  handled  a  few  in  yer 
time." 
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"  Awfully  sorry  I  killed  that  man,  Curtis  ; 
vexed  beyond  everything  :  there  will  be  a 
dreadful  row  about  it." 

''  Sure,  then,  I  am  not  of  the  same  way  of 
thinking,"  replied  Curtis  ;  "  for  it  was  just  a 
touch-and-go  with  ye,  master.  After  he  sent 
tw^o  bullets  into  his  comrade,  ujd  w^ent  the 
revolver  straight  for  yer  head  ;  but  I  dropped 
this  life-preserver  over  his  elbow,  else  I  fear 
ye  would  now  be  lying  side  by  side  with 
those  fellows." 

"  Curtis,  w^e  must  take  this  Eodway,  the 
worst  of  all  villains — w^e  must  have  him  this 
night,  by  hook  or  by  crook." 

"  Sure,  then,  we  will,  dead  or  alive." 

"  No,  Curtis,  I  must  take  him  alive,  and 
have  the  rascal  transported." 

"  He  must  be  swift  of  foot  to  escape  me," 
said  Curtis. 

By  this  time,  we  arrived  at  the  brow^  of 
Crowsfoot  Plantation,  where  I  lit  my  pipe,  and 
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took  a  good  refresher  from  the  braudy-Hask. 
We  had  to  descend  a  rugged  defile  that  led  to 
the  mud  hut,  a  j^l^ce  used  by  the  shepherds 
and  keepers  in  the  district,  where  they  cooked 
their  food.  The  moon,  unfortunately,  was 
still  shining  very  brightly,  which,  at  the 
moment,  I  considered  against  us.  Onward 
we  crept  under  the  shadows  of  overhanging 
trees  and  tall  bushes,  until  we  arrived  within 
fifty  paces  of  the  hut.  Xo  light  could  be  seen 
there,  but  a  little  smoke  was  issuins^  from  the 
chimney.  After  waiting  in  breathless  silence 
for  a  few  moments,  we  moved  od  ao-ain,  when 
out  walked  a  tall  slim  figure,  and  nervously 
looked  up  and  down  the  valley.  I  knew  him 
in  a  moment — it  was  Rodway  ! 

"  Joe,  is  that  you  ?  "  said  a  voice. 

No  reply. 

"  Bill,  is  that  you  ?  " 

''All  right,"  said  Curtis,  like  a  fool. 

I  presumed   Eodway  knew  the  voice — cer- 
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tainly  he  was  instantly  alive  to  the  fact  that 
it  was  neither  Joe  nor  Bill,  for  with  one  bound 
he  cleared  a  high  wire  fence,  jumped  a  wide 
brook  below  it,  and  dashed  up  the  sideland  at 
a  rattling  pace,  Curtis  and  I  after  him  like 
hounds.  Our  condition  being  better  than  his, 
we  gained  every  moment  upon  him — on  the 
flat  at  the  top  of  the  hill  he  increased  the  dis- 
tance between  us,  but  at  the  next  steep  in- 
cline which  led  to  the  higher  cliff  overlooking 
the  sea,  our  pace  was  too  fast  for  him.  Breath- 
less he  stood  on  a  promontory  on  the  spur 
of  the  hill,  apparently  determined  to  make  a 
stout  resistance. 

"  For  heaven's  sake,  master,"  said  Curtis, 
''  be  careful — mind,  sir,  he  is  the  deadest 
shot  in  the  county." 

And  before  the  words  were  scarcely  out  of 
my  servant's  mouth — bang — and  whizz  went 
a  bullet  close  to  my  ear — bang — another 
through  the  loose  sleeve  of  my  coat. 
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"  Give  him  one,  master ;  give  him  one,"  said 
Curtis,  "  or  it  may  be  too  late." 

I  drew  my  "  Dean  k  Adams,"  and  let  fly 
two  shots,  but  missed. 

Bang — bang — again  from  Eodway's  barrels, 
but,  fortunately  for  me,  with  no  results.  It 
was  his  last  chance — away  he  flew  straight  for 
the  cliff',  Curtis  at  his  heels.  Nearer  and  nearer 
he  drew — they  almost  closed — the  life  pre- 
server was  raised  to  fell  him  to  the  ground. 
It  was  needless,  for,  oh,  horror  !  with  a  des- 
perate leap  he  cleared  the  low  gorse  hedge 
that  fringed  the  cliff's,  and  in  a  few  moments 
the  sound  of  a  heavy  thud  came  up — and 
Cuthbert  Eodway  lay  two  hundred  feet  below, 
a  mangled  corpse  !  And  the  pale-faced  moon 
shone  that  night  on  the  lifeless  form  of 
another  of  the  greatest  villains  who  ever 
drew  the  breath  of  life  ! 


CHAPTEE    XXX. 


CONCLUSION. 

"  I  have  been  reasoning,  and  in  conclusion  have 
thought  it  best  to  return  to  what  fortune  hath 
made  my  home." — Swift. 

Theee  is  a  gap  in  tliis  narrative,  and  in  order 
to  clear  up  all  outstanding  matter  in  connec- 
tion with  the  late  distressino-  surroundino^s  of 
Constance  Templar  and  others,  it  is  incumbent 
on  the  writer  to  give  a  brief  outline  of  the  past. 

First, — 

After    my   arrest    I    was   taken   before    the 

county  magistrates   at  .      Mr   Townsend 

was  acting  as  chairman.  Immediately  on 
my  appearing  in  court,  as  a  matter  of  custom, 
he  left  the  bench,  and  Mr  Fairblow  occupied 
his  seat. 
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I  took  upon  myself  the  grave  responsibility 
of  beino'  mv  own  advocate.  Curtis  and  Leon- 
ard  came  forward  and  swore  tbat  on  my  leav- 
ino'  Constance  in  the  ornamental  wardens  I 
went  straio^ht  to  the  Castle,  and  from  thence 
to  the  Abbey,  all  of  which  was  borne  out  by 
the  coachman.  The  possession  of  the  buck- 
skin glove  has  been  satisfactorily  cleared  up, 
Constance  having  taken  it  w^ith  her  by  acci- 
dent. A  drawing  of  the  imprint  of  the  large 
feet  in  Hollybush  Lane  was  submitted,  and 
sworn  to  by  my  witness,  I  therefore  scattered 
to  the  v/ind  that  portion  of  the  evidence  ; — to 
cut  the  matter  short,  I  explained  to  the  bench 
my  antecedents  in  connection  with  Miss  Tem- 
plar, and  spoke  earnestly  and  truthfully  for 
half-an-hour  in  defence  of  the  accusations  made 
against  me,  although  I  was  frequently  inter- 
rupted by  Mr  Greenbank,  w^ho  reminded  me 
that  wdiat  I  was  submitting  was  not  relevant 
to  the  matter  at  issue.     I  have  no  reason  to 
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complain  of  the  justice  and  forbearance  ac- 
corded me  throughout  my  trying  position  ; 
more  particularly  as  there  were  certainly  ugly 
rumours  afloat,  and  suspicious  circumstances 
of  a  grave  character,  which  pointed  indirectly 
towards  myself.  However,  the  magistrates, 
after  two  hours'  hearing,  retired  to  deliberate 
and  consider  the  case.  AVhen  they  returned, 
the  chairman  said, — 

"  Major  Grey, — After  a  most  careful  and 
exhaustive  investigation  of  this  very  painful 
case,  we  are  (with  one  exception)  unanimous 
in  our  opinion,  that  not  a  tittle  of  the  evidence 
which  has  been  brought  before  us  would  justify 
our  committing  you,  or  even  remanding  the 
case  ;  on  the  contrary,  we  wish,  sir,  to  convey 
to  you,  and  your  surroundings,  our  deep  sym- 
pathy in  the  trying  position  in  which  you  have 
been  placed  through  circumstances  manifestly 
beyond  your  control.  We  wish,  also,  to 
compliment  you  on  the   able,  courteous,    and 
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straightforward  manner  in  which  you  have 
conducted  your  case  ;  and  it  is  our  pleasing 
duty,  Major  Grey,  to  inform  you  that  you  are 
discharged,  and  that  you  leave  this  court,  sir, 
without  the  slightest  blemish  on  your  character." 

There  was  oTcat  cheerino;  in  the  Tow^n  Hall 
at  the  announcement,  but  it  was  instantly 
suppressed. 

I  told  Leonard  I  should  dine  that  day  at 
the  Castle,  and  I  did ! 

Secondly, — 

Giant  Bill,  as  before  explained,  had  a  de- 
formed daughter.  Some  years  since,  she  left 
her  mother  and  was  adopted  by  a  woman  who 
belonged  to  a  band  of  gipsies,  with  whom  she 
travelled  about  the  country.  By  some  means 
(not  Cjuite  clear)  Bill  communicated  with  this 
girl,  and  a  fixed  plan  was  organised  by  which 
a  rescue  of  Constance  Templar  could  be  effected 
without  disclosing  the  "  Eefuge  "  to  other  per- 
sons.    Euth,  acting  up  to  instructions,  loitered 
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about  the  grounds  of  Carthewin  Castle,  until 
she  saw  my  servant  Curtis,  and  under  the 
j)retence  of  telling  his  fortune,  disclosed  the 
fact  that  Constance  Templar  was  living,  also 
that  she  was  a  prisoner,  and  that  if  he  (Curtis) 
appeared  with  myself  at  the  breakwater  under 
"  Pope's  Point "  at  a  certain  hour,  on  a  par- 
ticular night,  the  would-be  murderer  could,  in 
all  jDrobability,  be  arrested,  and  Miss  Templar 
saved,  My  anxiety  during  that  perilous  time 
was  beyond  anything  I  can  herein  describe 
— fearing  that  a  mistake  of  one  day  would 
frustrate  all  the  plans  adopted  by  Bill  and  the 
gipsy  girl.  I  and  Curtis  (well  armed)  arrived 
at  the  spot  indicated  the  night  before,  and 
took  up  our  position  behind  some  projecting 
rocks,  the  whole  of  the  following  clay  in  the 
greatest  possible  suspense.  Never  shall  T 
forget  the  intensity  of  my  feelings,  when,  at 
eleven  o'clock,  the  appointed  time,  I  observed 
the  bright  moon  shininir  on  those  two  outlaws 
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and  their  human  freight,  wending  their  way 
down  the  zig-zag  cliff,  and  over  the  pebble 
beach. 

After  Enth  j^lunged  into  the  sea,  as  ar- 
ranged, she  made  for  the  headland.  Being  a 
marvellous  swimmer,  and  the  tide  runnino'  at 
a  furious  ]Dace,  she  very  sood  touched  the 
point,  and  scrambled  over  the  slippery  weed- 
covered  rocks.  On  the  road  that  lead  to  the 
top  of  the  cliff,  there  was  the  gipsy  woman 
awaiting  her  with  a  conveyance  ;  at  a  gallop 
thev  made  straio-ht  for  the  ''  Eefug;e,"  not 
knowing  how  matters  may  terminate  at  the 
breakwater ;  and  fearing  Joe's  return,  in  the 
event  of  his  not  being  arrested.  On  their 
arrival  at  the  black  hole,  they  led  poor 
Constance  (after  swearing  her  to  secrecy)  out 
of  the  den,  and  put  her  into  the  cart,  more 
dead  than  alive.  In  four  hours  from  that 
time  she  was  placed  between  warm  blankets 
in  Carthewin  Castle,  and  our  heroine,  for  three 
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weeks,  day  and  night,  watched  over  her,  hourly- 
expecting  her  spirit  to  pass  away.  However, 
the  two  physicians  in  attendance  strained 
every  nerve,  and  ultimately  pulled  her  through 
her  illness ;  but  she  came  out  of  it  a  complete 
wreck — a  mere  shadow  of  her  former  self.  Her 
once  beautiful  raven  black  hair  turned  nearly 
white,  and  a  nervous  shake  of  the  head  which 
she  ever  afterwards  had,  told  its  own  tale  of 
the  horrors  '^to  which  she  had  been  cruelly 
exposed. 

Thirdly, — 

Immediately  on  my  return  to  the  Castle  on 
that  memorable  night  of  the  rescue,  I  went 
with  Mr  Townsend  and  knocked  up  his  friend 
Fairblow,  surrendering  myself  to  the  authori- 
ties for  having  caused  the  death  of  Joe.  On 
the  following  day  the  whole  of  the  evidence 
was  gone  into,  witnesses  were  examined,  and 
Constance  Templar's  deposition  taken ;  I  was 
remanded  pending  the  coroner's  inquest  on  the 
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three  bodies  ;  the  judicial  inquiry  was  held  at 
the  "  Catharine  Wheel,"  the  respective  verdicts 
beino;  as  follows  : — 

In  the  case  of  Giant  Bill, — Wilful  murder 
against  Joe. 

In  the  case  of  Cuthbert  Eodway, — Felo  de  se. 

In  the  case  of  Joe, — Justifiable  homicide. 
On  which  latter  verdict  I  was  committed — 
in  due  course  tried — and  honourably  acquit- 
ted ;  not  only  so,  but  lionised  throughout  the 
county  for  the  prompt  action  I  took ;  though 

I    was   hit   hard    by   Chief-Justice   for 

having  taken  the  law  into  my  own  hands. 
The  remains  of  the  murderer  Joe  were  de- 
posited in  the  grounds  of  the  county  prison. 
Cuthbert  Eodway  was  buried  at  midnight  in 
the  cross  roads  by  torchlight,  his  valet  Mar- 
tineaux  alone  following  his  shattered  remains 
to  the  grave. 

Giant  Bill  was  interred,  at  the  request  of 
Constance    Templar,    in   the    primitive    little 
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churchyard,  within  a  stoue's-throw  of  the 
"  Catharine  Wheel "  Ino,  on  the  common. 
There,  in  the  right-hand  corner  of  that 
peaceful  burying-ground,  under  a  willow 
tree,  are  de|)Osited  the  remains  of  the  man 
of  Philistine  pro23ortions.  A  headstone  of 
polished  granite  marks  the  spot,  on  whick 
is  inscribed — 


THERE  IS  JOY  IN 

HEAVEN   OVER   ONE 

SINNER  THAT 

REPENTETH. 


Constance  Templar  periodically  visited  the 
tomb  of  the  man  who  sacrificed  his  own  life 
to  save  hers.  Dare-devil  character  that  he 
had    been,    she    nevertheless    dwelt    on    his- 
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memory  with  feelings  akin  to  affection.  On 
each  anniversary  of  his  death,  she  had  the 
grave  covered  with  flowers  ;  and  she  settled 
an  annuity  of  fifty  pounds  on  Ruth  and  her 
mother.  The  whole  of  the  money  found  in 
the  pockets  of  Joe  and  Bill  was  handed  over 
to  various  charities  in  the  county. 

Fourthly, — 

Mrs  Townsend's  condition  grew  from  day 
to  day  rapidly  worse,  and  she  ultimately 
became  so  violent  as  to  necessitate  her  re- 
moval to  a  private  lunatic  asylum  ;  where, 
not  twenty  miles  from  the  little  village  of 
Keynsham,  in  Somerset,  she  died  ;  and,  agree- 
ably with  her  own  expressed  wish,  was  buried 
in  the  family  vault  of  the  Eodways  in 
Cumberland. 

Lastly, — 

I  have  now  to  record  the  most  delightful 
part  of  my  narrative,  certainly  as  far  as  the 
writer  is  concerned,  for  I,  Oliver  Grey,  married 
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Nora,  the  *'  Virgin  "Widow "  of  Lieutenant 
Percival  Snowdon,  eldest  daughter  of  Godfrey 
Townsend,  and  heiress  of  Carthewin.  The 
ceremony  took  place  in  the  parish  church, 
twelve  months  subsequent  to  the  close  of 
the  last  chapter,  and  on  the  fiftieth  anniver- 
sary of  my  beloved  father  and  mothers 
marriage  (both  of  whom  were  present).  I 
have  the  permission  of  our  heroine  to  apjDcnd 
to  this  narrative  the  followinsf  ode,  written 
by  her  on  the  eve  of  my  parents'  "  golden 
wedding." 

All  hail  !  a  golden  morn,  all  hail  !  a  diamond  day, 

"  The  voice  that  breathed  o'er  Eden,"  still  sounds  in 
ecstasy  ; 

Countless  moons  have  risen  bright,  and  radiant  suns 
have  set 

Since  bridegroom  at  the  altar,  a  bashful  maiden  met ; 

There,  in  the  holy  chancel,  meek,  timid  as  a  dove, 

A  graceful  damsel  gently  pledged  her  vow  of  stead- 
fast love  ; 

The  rose  suffused  her  cheek,  and  her  step  was  light 
and  gay. 

And  proud  her  lover  felt  when  he  bore  his  bride  away ; 
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But  jn-ouder  still  to-day,  for  lo  !  a  cloudless  morn, 
Has  followed  changing  scenes  of  sunsliine  and  of  storm  : 
They've  trod  the   marriage  life  full  two  score  years 

and  ten, 
And  shared  each  other's  joys,  and  halved  each  other's 

pain  ; 
The  rugged  paths  of  life  they've  journeyed  on  together  ; 
And  those  two  loving  hearts  are  dearer  now  than  ever  ! 
This  day  on  hallowed  ground  again  both  lovers  meet. 
To  plight  their  troth  afresh,  and  murmur  pledges  sweet ; 
Far  in  the  vale  of  years  on  i)urer  scenes  they're  bent ; 
Where   rich  rewards  await  them,  for  talents  wisely 

spent  ! 
Come,  let  us  wreathe  a  garland  of  lilies  white  and  fair, 
With  orange  blossoms  richly  bedeck  her  golden  hair, 
Hing  out    Carthewin  bells,  play   forth   the  wedding 

march, 
A  bride  and  bridegroom  come,  beneath  triumphal  arch  I 
We'll   strew  their  path  with   roses,   and   pour  forth 

joyful  strain. 
And  bright  and  happy  angels  will  take  up  the  refrain  ; 
All  hail !  a  golden  morn,  all  hail !  a  diamond  day, 
"The  voice  that  breathed  o'er  Eden"  still  sounds  in 

ecstasy  ! 


Eeferrino;  ag:ain  to  our  own  marriao'e,  in 
attendance  on  my  bride  on  that  auspicious 
occasion    were — my   sister    Fanny,   Constance 
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Templar,  Gertrude,  Miss  Fairblow,  and  the 
two  Miss  Branscombs  ;  my  best  man  being- 
Harry  Podmore.  Mr  Townsend  gave  his 
graceful  and  accomplished  daughter  away,  and 
proud  enough  I  w\t.s  on  that  ever  memorable 
bright  and  happy  morning,  when  leading 
Nora  down  the  aisle  of  Carthewin  church,  I 
felt  the  warm  pressure  of  a  hand  that  I  had 
so  long  yearned  for,  and  struggled  hard  to 
possess  ;  to  know  and  feel  it  was  now  my  own  ; 
to  look  upon  that  sweet,  flushed  face,  and 
see  all  the  care  and  anxiety  that  recently 
mantled  her  brow  completely  swept  away ; 
to  behold  the  girl  of  my  choice,  looking,  as  it 
were,  out  of  heaven  a  happy  bride  ;  to  ex- 
perience all  this  was  to  feel  that  it  w^as  more, 
far  more,  than  I  deserved  ;  in  a  word,  my 
little  ewe  lamb  was  too  good  for  me.  At  the 
expressed  wish  of  my  father-in-law  I  retired 
from  the  army ;  Nora  and  I  were  invited  to 
take  up   our  residence    at   Carthewin    Castle, 
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and,  bv  so  doing,  contribute  our  quota  to- 
wards making  happy  the  declining  years  of 
Mr  Townsend,  whose  health  (since  his  wife's 
confinement  in  the  asylum  and  decease)  had 
become  shattered. 

Constance  Templar  resides  with  the  Honour- 
able Mrs  Mackenzie  in  a  charming  villa  on  the 
Carthewin  estate,  which  our  heroine  had  erected 
specially  for  them,  and  often  in  the  gloaming 
of  a  summer's  eve,  amidst  glowing  bowers  of 
perfumed  shade,  Nora  and  I  frequently  linger 
until  nightfall,  enjoying  the  companionship  of 
dear  Constance,  who  was  the  sunbeam  and 
fiower  of  society.  No  one  in  the  county  is 
liked  more — why  ?  simply  because  she  is  like- 
able, reared  within  the  lines  of  religious  or- 
thodoxy, well  read,  a  great  traveller,  a  good 
linguist,  and  she  is  endowed  with  the  best  of 
all  gifts — common  sense.  These  virtues  com- 
bined make  her  a  firm  friend  and  valuable 
companion.     I  shall   cherish  particularly  the 
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remembrance  of  her  kindness  to  me  and  mine, 
and  treasure  the  memory  of  her  faithful 
friendship.  My  Nora  most  cordially  shares 
with  me  in  all  the  feelings  I  express.  During 
the  little  rulxs  and  vexations  of  life,  Constance 
Templar  proved  a  rock  on  which  we  have 
more  than  once  found  refuge,  when  our  lives 
(in  common  with  all  mankind)  have  been 
sometimes  soured  by  rebuffs  and  disap- 
pointments. 

Our  little  friend  Gertrude — the  "  prototype 
of  joy  "  is  affianced  to  Lieutenant  Fairblow 
(son  of  our  esteemed  neighbour,  the  county 
magistrate),  a  promising  young  officer  in  the 

Guards ;  the    alliance  is  well    assorted, 

approved  by  both  families,  and  everything 
points  to  a  happy  wedded  life,  if  one  can 
judge  from  the  love  that  is  throwing  its  halo 
around  them  ! 

The  Branscomb  girls  have  not,  I  am  sorry 
to  say  (sjjeaking  in  a  matrimonial  sense)  been 
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successful,  and  their  mamma  has  long  since 
come  to  the  conclusion  that,  being  fast  with 
hounds,  fast  in  dress,  and  fast  in  speech,  are 
a  trio  of  qualifications  not  so  attractive  as  to 
ensure  good  husbands  ;  but,  with  a  chill  smile, 
and  artificial  vivacity,  the  girls  say  that  **they 
don't  care  a  toss,"  though  I  have  reason  to 
believe  that  their  dear  little  loving  hearts  are 
still  throbbing  at  the  window  of  expectancy. 

Leonard,  the  employe  of  Mr  Townsend, 
was  superannuated,  and  spent  the  residue  of 
his  days  in  a  small  thatched  cottage  on  his 
master's  estate,  under  the  shadow  of  the 
Belvidere,  where  constantly  Nora  visited. 
She  was  present  at  his  death,  and  the  last 
words  of  the  old  and  valued  servant  were 
**  Lord  love  her  dear  heart,"  and  he  died 
holdincr  the  hand  of  his  ''  little  rosebud  "  as 
he  always  called  her,  and  was  buried  in 
Carthewin  churchyard. 

My  Irish   servant   Curtis,   and    Biddy,    his 
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Tipperary  consort,  with  their  belongings,  live 
in  one  of  the  lodges  near  the  Castle.  The 
former  is  promoted  to  park-keeper,  and  a  de- 
voted employe  he  ^^roves  himself  to  be.  Be- 
fore closing  this  narrative,  it  would  be  remiss 
were  I  not  moved  to  offer  a  tribute  to  the  man 
who  shared  with  me  many  dangers.  Long 
travel  and  varied  experience  with  Curtis  en- 
deared him  to  me  ;  though  he  had  a  rough 
exterior,  he  carried  beneath  it  a  kind  and 
generous  heart,  and  would  at  any  moment 
have  imperilled  his  life  to  protect  mine. 
Lastly,  he  always  valued  Biddy  his  wife  as 
his  best  treasure. 

"  Bob  Boy,"  my  favourite  Lish  charger, 
was  buried  in  Carthew^n  Bark,  and  the  rose, 
shamrock,  and  thistle  entwine  o'er  his  grave. 

Buth  left  the  band  of  gipsies  and  went  with 
her  mother  to  live  in  a  pretty  little  cottage  on 
the  common,  near  the  ''Catharine  Wheel,"  and 
not  far  from  her  father's  grave.     She  w^as  fre- 
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quently  visited  by  Constance  Templar,  and 
often  seen  on  a  summer's  eve  sitting  in  the 
ivy-clad  porch  knitting,  and  now  and  then  sing- 
ing her  favourite  hymn,  with  much  pathos, — 

"  There  is  a  liappy  land,  far,  far,  away," 

to  which,  doubtless,  her  soul  has  since  passed, 
whilst  her  mortal  remains  lie  beside  the  man 
of  Philistine  proportions. 
All  this,  friendly  reader, — 

"  Was  many  and  many  a  year  ago, 
In  this  kingdom  by  the  sea." 

Two  dear  girls  now  lay  claim  to  chairs  at 
our  table,  and  to  an  equal  share  of  our  love 
and  protection, — their  names  are  Nora  and 
Constance.  Truly  they  are  chij)s  from  the 
parent  tree,  offshoots  whose  caressing  ten- 
drils are  fondly  intertwined  with  those  of 
the  best  of  all  mothers — Avho  is  a  bright 
shining  star — ever  ready  to  guide  and  keep 
the  saplings  clear  of  breakers  ahead,  and  the 
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rock-bound  shore  of  this  bleak  wilderness 
of  life,  with  its  allurements — a  refuge  in  the 
hour  of  peril — a  wise  counsellor — and  a  pious 
companion  I  That  we  can  have  but  one 
mother  in  a  lifetime  is  a  fact  perfectly  well 
known  to  all,  but,  alas !  sometimes  little 
thought  of  until  too  late.  As  none  of  us 
carry  a  lease  in  our  j)ockets  to  live  for  ever, 
I  say  with  this,  my  last  dip  of  ink, — 

Though  years  have  blanched    her  hair,   and    touched 

her  gentle  sway, 
Yet  still  she  is  my  own  sweet  bride  of  yesterday; 
One  wedding  more  awaits  her,  then  cherubim  will  sing, 
And  bright  and  happy  angels  will   form   the  golden 

ring ! 


THE    END. 


